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I his issue of TMT is i mixed bag of gruesome 
goodies, so dip in your paw and you're liable lo 
come up with just about anything in the way of 
horror-fantasy lore. To be a bit more ipecific, 
we've got our literary time-tnveller 

HI hud to joiinwy into the d 
heart of THE PLANET OF THE APES hi ovr 
niai^ook this Ml. Next Om AIbb wS I 
for more-with a behimMkMeenes look at Oe 
fUming of APES, includhig a ipceW «o^«« at the 
20th Century Fox mak " " 
ominous sign or 
Artists At Work . . . 

□(her, bloodier vein, we're starting a 
new 1-part feature by Buddy Weiss about 
Hemisphere Pictures' Blood series, the goriest 
group of films to dale. Hemisphere, an Am 
film company thai bills itself as the "House of 
Horror." is giving Hammer a run for its bloody 
money ^Wh such terrorrific titles as MAD 
DOCTOR OF BLOOD ISLAND aad BEAST OF 
BLOOD. A mm* mmm\ Hm alfuit of a few years 
hack. THE NAVY VS. tttHRRT MONSTERS, 
it ghren le«-thaii-rcmcat treatment by Staff 
Philosopher Joe Kane in another of his seemingly 
endless exercises in negative nostalgia. 

Artist Dan Green and writer Bill Feret (of MT 
Teletype fame) teamed up on the comic strip this 
issue and the result is TALES OF 
WITCH WILLOW HOUSE, a startling story 
guaranteed lo make strong types tremble and to 
make the wai 
horror-hardened fan stand OH ead. ikv ... OW of 
I unu.wal featurea ever pMUtmt ii ttii 
world or in any other weVw ever heard of: Aod 
exclusive TMT interview none other than . . . 
COUNT DRACULA! At great expense and 
perilous risk to life and Itanb (although not 
sarily in that order), intrepid MT reporter 
Roger Singleton sought out the redblooded recluse 
who, as it turned out, was only loo glad lo finally 
have an opportunity to set the record straight. We 
think youll be more than a little surprised by 
what the "Undead One" has to say in this candid 



For comics freaks we have a generously 
illustrated piece on that nncoath conqueror, 
Conan, as interpreted by tkoae ■a nre l o M Marrd 
artists . . plus a nndt^aaiM view of the flrat 
X-rated animated feature, Fritz the Cat. which 
included in iU cast of voicea our own Phil Seuling 
who provides some inside information on the 
filming of the adventures of the funky feline. Plus 
all the regular TMT features designed to bring out 



all of 



ton / .ti 



So 

c Jitln'l want f OH... I 




I to the knock on the front door? Oiscovart 
to this query in this issue's comic strip. 



22 



EVILS OF BLOOO ISLAND: Blood Island is one place y< 
wouldn't even want to visit, lei alone live there- • ^ 

and no one seems to live there very long. "JV^^r 



26 



THE RETURN OF THE MONSTER TELETYPE: All the scoops about 
the latest screen invasions by monsters, fiends, and assorted malcontents 
brought to you by our aca raportar Bill Farat 



31 



SPACED OUT?: You will be whan you read reviawar Joe Thomasino's 
analysis of Poul Anderson's latest fantasy sci-fi effort, OPERATION CHAOS. 
Looks like Poul has come up with another weird winner. 
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Man...hunled...caged...hreed to male by civilized apesi 



This is Cemmandtr Taylor. Astronout. ThK is Nova. The 

He kndod in o world whort opts on This is Marcus. Hood of sooirity polct. raptured and selodid ffir ipMhl 

fho civilized rulers ond man the beast. His specialty: violence and torture. mating purposes. 



This is Or. Zoivs. 
Only ht has tilt pvwtr to 
or destroy the OMmol cokd 
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^^^^ 














BY ALLAN ASHERMAN 






■Ivor go to ttie zoo to watch the animals; Sure, you have— everyone has 
at one time or another. Now, suppose the situation was reversed? Then 
how would you like it? Huh? Suppose YOU were in the cage and the animals 
were watching YOU. impossible, you say? Why would the animals want to watch 
you, you say? Hal That's what George Taylor thought. Taylor was an ace 
astronaut, ipinning through space and proving man's superiority over 
the onMi. But one day things changed for old Taylor. One day he awoke 
to find MmiOlff in a cage . . . with a gaggle of APES watching HIM! 
Now that woi an ope of 0 diffarant cotor. How did it all ooflM about? 



of sun. Looked something like Death 
Valley, where they had trained for a time 
on Earth. But wbne were they now? No 
idea! They were aine. and that was moat 
important to them now. Time for 



kind of life? They talked and guessed, 
1 decided to find out. So they climbed 
I the hot canyons, over the peaks and 
found tbemaelTCS in the Garden of Eden. 
Tbijr battMd in a smaU lake, fed by a 



dTilizatioa both human and non-human. 

For a time they had fun, and their guard 

•liiwn. Itii-v did not hear the 




He lifted the gtaas lid of Us cubicle, 
stepped in and started the freeze-cycle. 
He saw the glass cloud up, and as his own 
vision started to fade out he pictured the 
vehicle flashing silently between the stars. 
A sleeper ship. Sleeping, drifting . . . 

It seemed like only a moment later 
when the jolt came. Something was 
Q the gauges inside his 
eubide Taylor could see that something 
was wrong. Everything was off-acale, a 
mad rushing into . . . wliil? Cm of the 
wvp* of 9Me> Ik ttnatflk « h* freed 
MmsBlf and revived his two friends Dodge 
andLandon. 

A wind storm where there was no 
, a hurricane where there was no 
or movement of matter. A 
something out of nothing, Taylor 
thought, as he stepped near the special 
cubicle where the prettiest female naut in 
the service still slept peacefully. He 
looked down at her face, and saw . . . 
... A dried, withered mummy! A dead 
of » 

taned, na us ea te d. He 

known her at the Academy off 

Astronautics. Now she was dead of off 

what? What could have caused it? Think. 
Taylor, think! The air must have leaked 
from her hibernaculum. but only 
faster-than-light speeds over a prolonged 
time could make someone wither like 
that, lilw he'd i^een there for hundreds of 



snealcbig oi ftot, nor see Omk t 
uniforms being atdan hy ffAdE 

and runi " _ 

Cast and primitive, dad hi rags 

made from the trees and vines of this 

world. 



Their clothes gone, tliey d 
shorts and rags left behind by i 

had snuck off with their uniforms. 
Through the thin woods they could see 
what looked like cornfields. Men, women 
and kids played, ran and screeched like 
wild, untamed things. They started 
forward, but the noise stopped them. 
Horses, it sounded like, galtoping toward 



them, shooting and mamfatg and 

trampling them all. It was like some 
nightmare, and they were caught up in it, 
as the dark horsemen started toward 
them, too. Then Taylor looked up and 
stared wide-eyed at the riders abo\'e him. 
Monkeys! No . . . Apes! Apes riding 
and holding rifles and yelling 



Taylor nn to the ship's large 

t. No w«y to datsnBlne 
i foae, Cor bow kof, or in 

doomed awwtoietwJM*^^*^ 
do sometUnf qniddy! 

STAR WRECK? 



They'd have to do something, for 




The wings . . . gliding wings! If only 
the control surfaces worked, they could 



live! Taylor struggled against the building 
pressure and the terrible heat. 

They were through the clouds. Sharp 
peaks rushed at them, trees and more 
trees and plains and a lake straight below. 
If only he could get to the lake, maybe it 
would atisorb most of the force of the 
ciasti. It would have to be a crash ... the 
engines were completely gone, now. 

A sidiening stop and a sharp jolt 
bMkwmdi. Ttasr ««• in the water, and it 
MfeMI Mo m. 4awh«f mm «f their 
veasel. T%ey woidd abk, aooo, and 
drown. From speee to water and death. 
Got to move. Get the lifenraft out, and 
the survival gear. Radios and food and 
clotliiiig and spare rations. But no 
time ... no time. 

They had to leave her in the ship, and 
hope they could breathe the air, if there 
wen in the 
HhM like 



turned to see tiie Iriackened huU of his 
ship, foddng grimigr fal the shallow water. 

Thaf wen in a dry, arid ngloa, with 
dhi9 nek pedK «d Ml dflk Md • lot 






bridges, separated by erratic moats and 
streets. Even the windows were 
irregularly shaped, and the whole place 

suggested the fact that the apes were once 
tree-climbers. 

Their escorts were still on horseback, 
still with rifles, and now Apes were 
everywhere . . . whole families of them 
watching the wagons coming into town, 
the children lookiiig w if tbey wm wring 



Apes! Taylor gasped and clutched at 
his throat. He had been shot! He slipped 
backward over the top of a small gulley 
and fell, and M he landed he was caught 
in a Mt The apes tied him to a pole and 
hiutled blm off to a cage filled with other 
ea^On people. He clutdied at the ben 



guess, and hope they weren't part of the 
huge pile of dead back at the oomfields. 

Turning, Taylor noticed the dark-eyed 
girl who'd also been thrown into his cage. 
They were both terrified, and mutually 
suspicious. But they were both prisoners. 
The gill realized immediately that the 
lot 



Tbey were led tnm tte wafon, itUI 

bound, to some sort of dark complex of 
buildings that looked as if they were built 
half underground. The place was cold and 
dark, with the stench of waste and death. 
And then Taylor saw what sort of 
building he was in. Bars and small rooms 
and larger ones for whole groups 
oC.aDinaic? No ... for people. A zoo 
tut. iMQiiw Iwlini* He atrai^M, and a 
lar|> gntfUa. dad in a Uaek leather suit, 
came from the shadows behind him and 
clubbed him ahnost senseiesB. The 
dark-eyed girl screamed, and together 
they were pustied into a large cage. 
Through blurred eyes, Taylor could see 
the gorilla . . . smiling? Yes. A mocking 
smile, a leer through the fur-Uned mouth 
that held a ciCBT. And Um tm dapt from 
desperation and iwiiilf IMM and Oipidn in 
his throat. 
Ha nrokp t» iilt a 



the same of human-beings. He was slowly 
beginning to reverse the roles of humans 
hi hit bewUdoed mind. Tbey 
Urn, aa taunan fuanb dM to 
BtaMb bMk «■ Bnlh! Ha rMad 
ban Md faM to mdi at the 
COfilla. and aonlad aa Iw Wad to acnam 
obscenltiea at the IM Apt. Off to OM aMe 
he was beinf watched by a yoanf couple 
of . . . What were they, diimps? 
Yes . . . Chimps on two legs with human 
eyes and voices, with finely tooled outflts 
and boots and insignias. But these two 
had something more in their eyes: Pity 
and sympathy. He was being looked upon 
as a human being for the first time by the 
atrange hihaUtanta ot this aazed world. 

Taylor, meaawUla, bad named Ifae 
dark-eyed gfarl "Nova," and devdoped 
quite a protective interest in her. His tear 
for Nova proved to be justified, as he 
learned just why the Chimps were 
showing pity for them. All at once the 
door to their cage was forced opened, and 
strong Gorilla-hands were taking Taylor 
and Nova down a dark corridor. They 
were led to a small room with two rough 
wooden beds. TTiey were strapped down, 
and through enrafed eyes l^or could 



Tbna w«i* kahaa and atJp<i 

scattered around the room, and hi oM 
comer the gruesome remains of what had 
once been living men and women. 
Another shock in his nightmare . . . they 
were in a biology lab about to be 
dissected. Taylor tried to scream, but still 
couldn't make a sound. He strained his 
to look at Nova, strapped to the 
table next to his. She didn't know what 
WW going to happen to them, but waa 
twrifM 

If:' oniKii?!' Ill 




gmind, and ataitad to fl 

this could all mean, when he ww and 
what would happen to hit 
himself. What of his friendU? They had dl 
been a^anlad, and Tq^lor eoold only 



page 6 




surrounds him to offer his assistance to some 
damsel in distress. More often than not, this has 
brought him the same kind off trauiale 
SUPERMAN would run mni wHh Liote Lane 
20.000 years later. OONAIfi peasforaying him 
little satisfaction but many dangers. In Manml's 



magazine. 8AVAXX 
OONAN lusts for a sndW 
him into a chase tturough 
finally catches the naktd 
the ice giants, unsheath' 
OONAN's head. In a fierce 
bartwrian slays the ^an 
nol-wHndve nymph, who 
Rick of ttoe hy the power 
kln» 

Trace d chmging 
iswe number 5m. He is 
slowly by the artist and 
adventures from his youth 
years* as a soldier, to 
kingship. The progression 
by the fifteenth issue h 
soldiering. He's lost Ms la 
he's become more 



(May 1971). 
h who entices 
the kelands. Ashe 



swoiib and iHe for 
and bloody dash, the 
and turns to the 
is rescued just in the 
of "Ymir," the frost 

tcs of CX^AN since 
piit^iDDsely being aged 
ter in order to show 
as a thief, from his 
his eventual rise to 
ill take some time, as 
Just bes^ns to go a 
1^ youthful physique. 



There has been a dazsling array of wild 
fsniaies gracing ihe pegas. GONAN has met 





DCs Nightmaster by Deny O'Neil and Berni 
Wrightson, was an interesting hero with a good 
concept, but was unable to catch on. As the 
super-heroes have all centered around 
SUPERMAN, the new wave °^ s 
around TARZAN and CONAN. CONAN in 
particular, provides entertainment on many 
levels, and can 1)6 appreciated for its stark action 
on a simplistic level or for its very fine visual and 
scripted artistry on an intellectual level.' Its 
financial successes will hopefully pave the way 
for more books of the Robert E. Howard spirit, 
as OONAN proves false the old adage. "Crom 



sorcerer's daughters, enchantresses, 
nymphs, and even female thieves. These beauties 
have been featured on covers with CONAN 
nearly as many times as his sword has been. 
Their intent in journeying with him on 
adventures varies. Some are evil and out to steal 
his gold, or simply kill him. Others love him. A 
few are pawns of demons, mystic shaman, or 
magicians— ihe "magic" lot who are enemies of 
the savage human. Most notable of his women, 
the sultry seducing vixen of the Devil City of 
Shadizar . . . Jenna. Several times CONAN "has 
had" with this wench lo! she has been carried 
off by flying monsters. Everything from a giant 
bat to a human condor have tried their best to 
separate the two. yet only Jenna has the ability 
to conquer the might of her hero who in his just 
and mighty turn has conquered all of the flying 
creatures. Being viciously greedy. Jenna 
continually betrays him for gold. CONAN 
triumphs, however, in issue eleven (November 
1971) when he pitches her off the roof of a 
building. Now, if only SUPERMAN would wise 
up to that nebbish Lois Lane . . . 

This sword and sorcery trend, returning the 
hero to such rugged basics as BEOWULF 
(Conan's literary great-grand father), seems to be 
successful. Already, Marvel has been producing 
(very eratically due to production problems) 
another great Robert E. Howard heroic guy, 
Atlantean period hero, "King Kull." Latest word 
has it that he will once again be featured in his 
own comic book. GULLIVAR JONES, 
WARRIOR OF MARS, a new Marvel rendition 
of the Edwin L. Arnold series, currently 
appearing in CREATURES ON THE LOOSE, 
but also soon to be given its own book. Other 
upcoming swrord and sor^ry combe will be 



iNdMeiMlMMt 



another Robert E. Howard 
adaptation-SOLOMON KANE, a 
necromancy-fighting Puritan. In a similar vein is 
Marvel's jur>gle hero, "Ka-Zar" who resides in 
ASTONISHING TALES. 

Word even echoes through Fandom that Stan 
Lee and Co. will be further expanding this trend 
with a comic book ¥ 



MORE OF MR. HOWARD 
Hey, kiddies ... dig Robert E. Howard's 
CONAN? If you do, then the Mighty Men at 
Marvel have a surprise for you. Coming up in the 
first or second issue of CHAMBER OF CHILLS 
is a new adaptation of ^e TUhw On Hie 
Roof," which Howerd did for Ns book DARK 
MAN. 

The eight-page comic story is adapted by Roy 
Thomas (the self-same man who writes CONAN 
and KULL) and is drawn by free-wheeling 
(formerly "far-out") Frank Brunner. Frank tells 
us that it's a real beauty, so watch for It on your 
newsstands. That's an order! 



ConMi ttk« a bnittl iwipa at this riitlMring • 



Ml hMdMl Mrpwit. The ASPCA didn't dig 
fined thrM gold piac«s. 

WW 
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The Monster Times 




stones on ihe saviours of King 
Kong, NOSFERATU. and 
OER GOLEM. Also. THE 
GHOULS, art by Berni 
Wrightson and Grey Morrow, a 
review of THINGS TO COME 
and a 9>ecial treatment of 
Buck Rogeri. 




No. 2. STAR TREK. S 

S2. A special issue dedicated 
to all aspects of STAR TREK. 
The Star Trek Saga. The 
ENTERPRISE'S greatest 

Capt. Kirk. The last days of 
the ENTERPRISE. STAR 
TREK comics, and a special 
parody, STAR YECCHI Star 
Trek Li veil 




No. 3, Giant BUGS on th« 
Munch, $1. Our all bugs issue. 
Review of the great bug 
movie. THEM, bug^ieroes in 

Monsters, pan two of KONG's 
SAVIOURS, and THE 
EMPIRE OF THE ANTS by 
H.G. Wells. Plus a Rich 
Buckler comic strip and a 
tremendous Kong centerfold. 




No. 4. BRIDE OF 
FRANKENSTEIN. SI. A giant 
review of THE BRIDE OF 
FRANKENSTEIN, features on 
THE PULPS, comic book's 
GREEN LANTERN-GREEN 
ARROW, and E.C. movie. 
TALES FROM THE CRYPT. 
Plus the ten crumbiest horror 
flicks of 1971. DRACULA 
goes to court and Jeff Jones 




No. 5. CREATURE. FMIurad. 
$1. Auto-biography and 
centerfold of the one and only 
CREATURE FROM THE 
BLACK LAGOON. Alio, an 



Kubert. autttor-artist-cditor of 
the new TARZAN comics, 
review of the STAR TREK 
con. ESQUIRE'S new hip 
comics. Jeff Jones comics. 
Mushroom Monsters and 
Bogie's only horror flick. 



No. 6, ZOMBIES on Parage, 
$1. A survey of all the 
zombies in movies, plus the 
ASTRO ZOMBIES and THE 
NIGHT OF THE LIVING 
DEAD. A feature on zoiT^ies 



I BADTIME 
STORIES, and a Dan Green 
7ombie strip. Plus, a perfectly 
foul zombie centerfold. 




The King Kong 
Conwnerciai for Voikswagon, 
King Kong comics, tlw Contic 
Art Awards. Mushroom 
Monsters. Hot Prints. DARK 
DOMAIN by Gray Marrow 



iM9 ~ 




No. 8. HAMMER Horrors. $1. 

All Hammer, All Horror I An 
exclusive interview with Chris 
Lee. the CURSE OF THE 
WEREWOLF comic strip, 
THE HORROR OF 
DRACULA filmbook. The 
Hammer Checklist, The 
Beauties of the Beast and 
much more. Horror galore I 




No. 9, SCI-FI Special. $1. 
THIS ISLAND. EARTH, 
2001, A SPACE ODYSSEY. 
Flash Gordon and Buck 
Rogers, ici-fi in tfie comics, a 
Metaluna centerspread. sci-fi 
reviews, and, introducing: 
THE SPACE GIANTSI 




California's Snide 
Seymour, E.C. in the movies. 
The E.C. Horror comics book. 
The Spawn of Dr. Wertham 



with Bill Gaines and 
Faldstein. And an like y 
wouldn't believe I 



Hurty, Hurry, Hurry...! 



Time is running out! That's right— back 
issues of THE MONSTER TIMES are 
rapidly becoming as rare as some of the 
blood types they stock in a vampires' 
gourmet shop. Already our first two 
issues are valued at $2.00 each— and it's 
no wonder why. They're rare collector's 
items, arKi they're disappearing faster 
than a werewolf's sanity under a bright 
full moon. All other back issues are 90ii>g 



for a buck apiece . . . and going fast! 

Every day people line up outside the 
TMT office clamoring for back issues . . . 
and lately we've noticed a number of 
them carrying ropes, buckets of tar. and 
baskets of feathers! So. before we run out 
of back issues, or they run us out of 
town, you'd better fill in 
on the right ... do it. do it. do it! 
RIGHT NOW! 



3 THE MONSTER TIMES 



NawVofli. N.Y. 10011 



-No. 3 ($1 J») 
-No. 4 l$1.00> 
-No. 5 ($1.00) 
-No. 6 ISLOOI 
-No. 7 (Sl.OOl 
-No. 8 ($1,001 
-No.9($1JWI 
-No. 10 ($1,001 
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1^' As one mushroom monster once confided to 
author Joe Kane: "Happiness is being too 
busy to notice you've been dead for several 
years." But. while the mushroom monsters 
may have breathed their last in these pages, 
Kane hasn't . . . and neither have his 
new-found friends-The Nij^t Monsters . . . 



"Beware of the Nif^t Crawlers . . . their 
dutches will disintegrate you!" 

So reads the poster from THE NAVY 
VS. THE NIGHT MONSTERS, a 1966 
clutch at immortality by a company 
calling itself REALART Pictures. You 
better watch out in any case because if 
the Night Crawlers gel a hold of you, you 
can bet you'll melt in their hands, not in 
their mouths. 

Realart, whose sense of self-irony is 
amply demonstrated by their choice of a 
company name, gathered together a cast 
for THE NAVY VS. THE NIGHT 
MONSTERS that sounds like it was 
recruited from a Central Casting 
unemployment line: Mamie Van Doren 
( of sexpot fame), Anthony Eisley (of 
Hawaiian Eye fame), Pamela Mason (of 
James Ma.son fame). Billy Gray (of Father 
Knows Best fame), bobby Van (of 
dancing fame), and Walter Sande, Edward 
Faulkner and Phillip Terry (of no 




particular fame at all). Realart (still the 
best movie company title since BoxofHce 
Spectaculars, who released a gore opus 
called BLOOD FEAST in 1963. and 
Exploitation Films who were responsible 
for something called ROCKET ATTACK 
USA back in 1961) has numerous other 
horror films to its credit, including the 
HIDEOUS SUN DEMON and WOMEN 
OF THE PREHISTORIC PLANET, the 
latter having shared a double bill with 
THE NAVY VS. THE NIGHT 
MONSTERS. For the information of 
anyone who might be interested in such 
things, the options on THE NAVY VS. 
THE NIGHT MONSTERS have been 
since picked up by Hemisphere Films, 
who already have epics like BLOOD 
DEMON, BLOOD FIEND. BRAIN OF 
BLOOD. BEAST OF BLOOD. BRIDES 
OF BLOOD, MAD DOCTOR OF BLOOD 
ISLAND. I DRINK YOUR BLOOD and I 
EAT YOUR SKIN to answer for. 

SPINE-TINGLING SIGHTS 

According to its own publicity release. 
THE NAVY VS. THE NIGHT 
MONSTERS offers such "spine-tingling 
sights as hideous man-eating trees, 
horribly mutilated corpses, acid scarred 
hands, dismembered arms and gouged-out 
eyes" which alone are said to be worth 
the price of admission. The hand-picked 
cast were, Realart copywriters insist, 
dying to win a part in this flick which, 
they probably figured would give their 
assorted fading careers a strong push in 
one direction or another. Anthony Eisley, 
for example, who essays the role of Ll. 
Charles Brown, commander of the remote 



Gow Island Naval Base "spent several 
days at Naval bases in Long Beach and 
San Diego, in which he was given 
thorough instruction in the duties of an 
Administrator." Mamie Van Doren goes 
dramatic for the first time in this film as 



she "becomes involved in a series of 
horrifying experiences which afford her a 
chance to display a wide range of 
emotions," whereas Pamela Mason 
considered "her demanding role in THE 
NAVY V& THE NIGHT MONSTERS 
one of her biggest professional challenges 
to date." It's not often that actors get to 
compete with 6 foot trees, and still less 
often that they are upstaged by same. 
Once the able cast had been assembled, 
the next question was: would the script 
be able to match their Ulents? The 
an.swer was, unfortunately, yes. 

At any rate, the troubles on Gow 
Island begin with a plane, empty of 
everything except a pilot who is "frozen 
to the controls in a state of extreme 
shock" and a cargo of "caged penguins, 
nies of official papers, and several bales 
of exotic vegetation, one of which is 
broken open." Everyone involved is 
pretty upset by the mysterious 
appearance of the ghost plane and things 
get even worse when most of the cast 
starts to disappear as well. The first to go 
is Billy Gray, followed closely by the 
light-footed Bobby Van. The latter 
happens when Van, who plays Ensign 
Rutherford Chandler, becomes alarmed 
when "the camp pet. Dog, attacks 
something and . . . lets loose a 
blood-freezing yelp." Upon investigating. 
Van vanishes. 

THE TREE DID IT 

As it turns out the "exotic 
vegetation", if the form of a 6 foot tree, 
is at the root of these disturbances. They 
had been planted, see, by a biologist 
named Dr. Arthur Beecham (Walter 
Sande) in the "hot springs" but soon 
enough the trees turn up missing too. 
When Beecham and the pretty nurse Nora 
(Mamie Van Doren) go to investigate 
further, they find that one of the trees 
has transplanted itself miles away from its 
original habitat. The tree's first reaction 
upon spying the pair is, predictably 
enough, to make a grossly physical pass at 
Ms. Van Doren. Enraged by this 
misconduct. Dr. Beecham heaves a 
Molotov cocktail at the tree just in time, 
making it die like it deserves. He then 
explains to Nora how the tree got there in 
the first place. The answer is as blunt as 
the nose on his face— it walked. 

Although most of the film's 87 
minutes have elapsed by this time, our 
heroes run into a few more walking trees, 
dealing with them in a similar manner, 
setting them afiame, until at last all of the 
trees are dead. At this point, a relieved 
Mamie sighs, "Thank Ck)d-it's all 
over," which, in case you haven't figured 
it out already, are our sentiments exactly.B 



The Night 
PLANET. I 
-FEMALE 



t dwred a "Raalart" double-bill with WOMEN OF THE PREHISTORIC 
t what we want to know is how can a fight between "savage planet WOMEN" and 
»ce invaders" constitute a "battle of the sexes"? 




ITS THE BAHLE OF THE SEXES AS SAVAGE PLANET 
WOMEN AHACK FEMALE SPACE INVADERS!! 



I Hke FRITZ THE 
CAT doim in a ni« pipar Ike this? 
Wen, you may lamambar (or you 

may not— if you wanna be that way 
about it) that way back in TMT No. 
1 wa pledged this publication to the 
axploration of ALL manner of 
fantasy, even works that do not 
faatura so much as a single monster 
in Iham, if we feel they deaervatha 
attmtion, as FRITZ THE CAT 
doii. And. since FRITZ is X-ralad, 
many of our laadan will not get an 



iMKWation in film animatkm for 
savaral years yet. Besides, 
oontributing editor Phil Seuling 
served as one of the voices on the 
flick's soundtrack and ha said wa 
snouNi no an amaia anoui ic ano 
he's iiiggsr than Iha rest of us^ 
B it is . . 



Fritz is ^ sophisticated, up-to-tme minute 

VOUN& FEUME 'COUEGE. STUOEMT \MHO LAVfES (N A 
MO0M») "SuPeRCrrV** of ^AILUONS OF AKHMAUS . 
V6S. NCST UNUKE PEOPte V* THBIR »<MNritRS ANO 
MOaALS.... 



I can bt loads of fun. Kids 
have and probably always will find them 
a source of total, unrestrained 
entertainment. Let's see now, there was 
Mickey, Donald, Yogi, Bugs . . . EGAD! 
How many of these pen and brush 
beasties hsve there been? And now, in 
this troubled day and age. joining the 
honored but overcrowded n|nks at 
animeted animals comes • ait of 8 
different color, a frisky falina wHh a kit 
on his mind (most of which is 
unprintable.) I am speaking of none other 
than (ahem) FRITZ THE CAT. No gang, 
not FELIX the CAT. but FRITZ . . . R. 
Crumb's- outrageous pussycat 
teeny-bopper revolutionary college 
student who discovers the meaning of life 
in his new X-rated feature movie. What? 
You never heard of Fritz before? Whii 
tfien, read on . . . 

Fritz is a wild wildcat wonder 
conoeivwl by Mister R. Cnimb (No 
foolin'-thaf s the guy's namel) who was 
caMpulMl to stardom in his creator's 




imaginative project, "Head" Comix. 
"Head" offered many different cartoon 
characters, but Fritz was certainly tlie 
most appealing, possibly because his 
young readers identified with him. He 
was a hip, now, crazy charactar twhh a 




be dwt's the reason his first flick was 
rated X. Oh. well...! 

In any event, the movie starts with 
Fritz and his pasi desperately trying to 
play it cool with some Greenwich Village 
chicks. (To keep the records straight, the 
word "chick" is used in the saing sense. 
To the best of this reviewer's knowle<lge, 
vere no chickens per se involved 
Anyway, it becomes painfully 
It these equally hip and now 
ladies are mora intertited in the cultural 
prospects of the local crow. 
(Ahem— anodwr note. The word "crow" 
is not used in the slang sense. This is R. 
Crumb's humorous interpretation of the 
black man in our society). The film goes 
on for the next half hour in much the 
same manner, with cats jabbering on with 
puppydogs and crows doing their thing 
until, somewhere along the line, a wild 
party is thrown (FriU does the 
thnfwlnS'« W$ • pffwala petty end'lt 
takes a couple of hair-brained cops to 
calm the cool cat down. The cops 
are— you guessed it— a pair of pigs! In all 
honesty, only one cop was represented as 
a pig in the original comk:, the other 
being a bulldog of sorts. But, returning to 
our precarious plotline, our hero succeeds 
in copping one of ttie cop's guns and 



bringi the sHuatlon to « fkcMnB haki by 
asiassineting the nearest toilet bowl. 
NaadlesB to say. Fritt is new a conflraiad 



After accidentally setting his collage 
on fire, our favorite pussycat finch 

himself in the fieart of Harlem where he 

befriends a likable crow named Duke. 
Fritz's outspoken convictions once again 
land him in trouble-ville, and this time his 
new-fourxJ pal saves his furry hide. Before 
long the two steal a car, which Fritz 
promptly smasties. (In case you haven't 



guessed, Fritz is not exactly a joy to have 
around). After another night of pui* 
pleasure, this time inspired by a rMher 
owar-dawrioped friend of Duke's ^eat 
decides that Ws orowAisnds an 
oppressed and proceeds to scream and 
rave about the white domination of black 
animals. This, quite naturally, results in a 
riot where his friend Duke is killed and 
Harlem (no kiddin'!) is bombed!!! 

Our idealistic kitten, howevei, is 
unharmed and hits tfie road in search of 
new mischief. Before, long he runs into 



Ihm Monster Times 



page II 



(figuratively speaking, of course) a 
motorcycle-sadist-cult creep who 
combioas Fritz to blow up a building in 
Iha MRWof the Revokition, Not knowing 
cxMSiy whtt rawohitiQn lHf% tMOfUng fof 
and not particularly caring, the cat 
suoeeds in blowing up his target as well as 
himself and is last seen in a nearby 
hospital, joined by his rascally 
lady-friends for a jaunt in bed. Well folks, 
that's life! 

"BLOW ME DOWN" 
A number of noted cartoon characters 
were present at the opening of FRIIZ 
THE CAT and, although their opinions 
varied, the general feeling that prevailed 
was one of shock and disgrace. "I'd say 
'Well blow me down'", remarked 
re, not showing his thirty some-odd 



f»» th» way M» im'ta make'tm-i nmn, 

mo/eskin' wimmen an'alff'Some cartoon 
personalities felt differently. Felix (the 
!e) entered the theater 
screaming his traditional "rightio!" but 
left uttering a somber, more meaningful 
"right onl" Yogi Bear and Cindy were 
present (Boo-Boo, unfortunately, was 
under age) and when asked his opinion 
Mr, Btar remarked. "All that time I 
*mmd with that dude. Ranger Smithf 
FrfatMetrtakyy amarter than thk average 
baarl'' 



And, as if all this information wasn't hand in( 
meaningless enough, here's a MONSTER (?)\ 

special-type tcoopi ... a first mean). 



ythkap^ fTf and aeroi 
on and youH dig ntor w 



OWN YOUR OWN 
FRITZ T-SHIRT 



i»u«. TMT sent one of to enant staf fen 

City to 

fetch a Fritt T-flhirt. one not unlike ttie 
one glinvMd brieNy to TMT No. 10 (in 
one). She claimed she 
paid $2.50 for the item, whk:h it not bed 
considering that it com about Mvan bucks 
to tHiy a T-shirt adorned by a Wowmjp of 
your own phoio-and how many of us can 
claim to be at handtome and roguish as 
Fritz, the funky feline? Our distaff staffer, 
in fact, wat so tainn by bar Friu T-shirt 
that. In a momant of MqnM^ She Wurtad, 
"As long as iwring Mm. m wewr give 
you tha tMrt off my beekl" 

Friu and his Mk Grace only one of 
several R. Crumb T-shim currently 
available. Tbare^ a Mr. Natural T-shirt on 
the loose, as wall as a Keep On Truckin' 
live up to the high 
standards set by the Fritz Job. The Fritz 
shirt really ceught on like wildfire at the 
TMT oHice, incidentally. Before long, we 
were all wearing one and, in a fit of 




PHiLSEUUNG...SUPER STAR 



What wouM you do if a 
iong-hairad. sharp faetured man 



You'd 

Except if the offioes are tlioae of 

THE MONSTER TIMES, and the 

man is an MT Contributing Editor, 
Phil Seuling. 

Yes, boys and girls, TMT'i own 
man-about-town, Phillip N. Seuling. 
is a star. A bone-fide movie idol, hero 
of millions! Phil cracked the rough 

cartoon. FRITZ THE CAT. IM 
plays a rookie cop who't • ml 
dummy, and a Mack 
really with it. 

1 ft 

NOMll. h* ■ 

IffMantn." 



Despite hit cavalier attitude, and 
although he only got a token 
payment, he daims it's one of his 
greatest roles (come to think of it, at 
im m «• know, it's his only role . . .) 
ftw Upw done pnt about 



to do some radio oomnMrdals). 
reports that the whole dass had a 
ball, and asked a million questions. 
Probably the tame questions we 
threw at Phil as soon as we heard. 
Everyorte loves a star! 

One of the questions that ahvays 
I 10 pop up: Mfhal wat PM's 



and now star of the sihrer senaii. it 

boggles the imagination I 

Phil later related how he had met 
the director of FRITZ THE CAT 
through a mutual friend who had 
invited him to a screening. As a result 
PhM waa mad in the flick, md 
h such lines as: "I ain't 



I 




As far as the rest of the TMT staff 
is concerned. Phil is still Phil, despite 
the hundreds of ttar-adoring groupies 
that now surround him. He's still 
quite human. And. then again, we 
oocatsionally have to call die dtrink 




briiM an ttt plBt or Mrii aean«. 



vnhimsy, we even strode en matte into the 
streets of Greenwhkh Village for the 
purpose of showing off our new-found 
finery-only to discover that everyone on 
wearing one tool Butdont* 
quick 

erwugh. I mean, no one can act as original 
at us and expect to get avway with it. 
The only drawt»ack Me could di 

Cat T-shirt is that it is 
NOT fireproof. We (ound this out by 
I TMT employee into the 
ostensibly for the purpose of 
scrounding up some cigarette butts for us. 
When we were sure that he vms safely 
inside, we closed the door on him for 
several minutes. When he emerged he was 
pretty burned up about it -and so was the 
T-shirt. But this thoukln't effect the 
decision of normei people, so. H you fast 

you fit it«ar dpieaMaiy, by an means gat 
yourself • |M» lNliirt--lt1i test you 
through aH nine iKaa. 



W>N Gang, I think that's about enough 
of this nonsense for the time being. 
Seriously. FRITZ THE CAT is « wild 
experience and it's a darti shame if you 
don't get a chance to catch it. Many kids 
today have never seen a fully animated 
cartoon (most of the new stuff on the 
tube is mini-budgeted grue animated only 
in part) and this flick, animated and 
directed by Ralph Bakashi, Is a 
fast-paced, colorful and truly exci .ng 
wonder. I guess the only thing youngsters 
can do is wait a few years until they an 
get into their local theaters w:thout a 
hassle. And. if FRITZ is any indication, 
cartoona than ihouhi ba maify something) 
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been to Madison Avenue? Up 
B all the swank art galleries are? You 
, the ones that exhibit all kinds of 
art from places you never 
IlKml att Like South P«g(>F<80 ait from 

the piestigious GRAHAM GALLERIES 

(1914 Madison Avenue) decided that the 
time had come to exhibit the art of the 
people. The art that you wrap your Hsh 
in. The art that you've taken for granted 
all these years, looking al in the papers, 
reading on Sunday mornings. That art, 
the art of millions, comic art, was the 
aibiect of a two floor, 125 piece 
exhibition at that self-same gallery. 

Although the comics looiced a little 
out of place at the stodgy, 
holiBF^faaiKthoa gdleiy Jt was fim finidny 
aeeuig comics getting their just due. For 
years everyone thought of comics as great 
entertainment, but hardly art. It was not 
until the Cultural Center held a 
magnincent, 300 piece exhibit run by 
comic expert Maurice Horn that the 
general public began realizing that comic 
art was for real, and was, indeed, a 
Intimate flne art. Something we fans 
have known for years. 

niii pvticular di^lay at GRAHAM 
UM iualiy Ims time comic artM J«iy 
Ro^&MML Mb RobhiMtt «ii Ihe 
knHine trtiit on Batman hi Ae 1940*8 
and was credited with the invention of 
The Joker, one of Batman's most popular 
foes, and a poker-faced villain if ever 
we've seen one. He's also the artist on the 
currently running comic strips Still Life 
and Chsaoom Fhibe and Fluffs, and to 
top it off, he currently is writing a book 




T^J^ «° kill . 

SEVENTY-FIVE YEARS OF COMIC 
STRIPART. Some title, eh? 

The display itself was nicely laid out, 
and spacious, if not all inclusive. While 
the ochibit ignored many of the great 
artists of the time, it also managed lo 
li pieces of great art long presumed 



•'ookitoutootfM, 



tb» CB|3b|hit had some really nioe old 
pieces. Some of them inchided in that 

group was: LITTLE BEANS AND 
TIGERS by Jimmy Swinnerton (the first 
piece of comic art) from 1897, THE 
YELLOW KID by Richard Outcault (the 
first comic strip- from 1898 and 
UTTLE NEMO by Windsor McCay (a 
highly imaginative strip that is still 
revered today) from 1906. 

There was also plenty of humor strips 
included. Among them were inclu ded 
LIL ABNER, FEANUTS, FEIFFER. 

aO time greatest, cuueudy raming on 
in cartoon form and being reprinted by 
NEWSDAY), BLONDIE, and die hottest 
of the new humor strips, BROOM-HILDA 
(by Russell Myers). The adventure strips 
were also well-represented in a display 
including, PRINCE VALIANT, FLASH 
GORDON,. RIP KIRBY, TERRY AND 



THE PIRATES, and CAPTAIN EASY. 

Specialty comics were also 
well-represented by pieces by artists like 
Richard Taylor (from NEW YORKER), 
Thomas Nast (»fho, for you history buffs, 
had a big part in exposing Boss Tweed 
and Tanuneny Hall), and of special 
interest to MT fans, Charles Addama 
(oeator of TV's ADDAIfS FAMILY, and 
a cartoonist whose monsters became so 
famous that seven books have been 
printed about them). And Jerry Robinson 
had lots of his own art there (he just 
happened to have it around, we're sure). 

As you miglit expect at a posh art 
gallery, many of the strips were for sale. 
Unfortunately, the prices were so 
restrictive ($900 for a PRINCE 
VALIANT, S600 for a Charles Addams) 
that we are iuie veiy few win be add. 
A mmufy jpoMd catalog fiom tSm 



All in all, it was a pretty neat show, a 
little weak on some artists that should 
have been represented, a Uttle heavy on 
others (notably Robinson himselO. but it 
was fun. Besideihoir often do you get to 
go to Madison AvBBde and see how the 
rich folks live? ■ 
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In Ih* «irit of William Baring-GouM's Stariock HohoH off BiMr 8t nd 
PMRpJoM Farmer's Tarzan Linm, Tin M um f Tiwii j w i wU ; 

aninterzHew 
^ with . 

ount 

/^^^ V BY ROGER SINGLI 



PRELUDE 

/ H>as on my way to a weU-known 
midtown hotel for an appointment one 
niiny night in ApriL This was no ordinary 
appointment but an interview that I 
hoked forward to witit a mixture of 
apr inlfe^ii^ The 



served, sir." he said pleasantly enough, 
"This way please. " I breathed a agh of 
relief and followed him down a dimly lit 
corridor. There Mm no agin of6te Count 

QlilTEAeARD 

Then I noticed the card on the dining 
table: 



ntme otiur dm Comtt DnadiL 

Vampires exist Count Dracula is reaL 
Those are two of my firmest convictions. 
Years of research md recent months of 
investigation had led me to believe that 
even more strongly. When I received a 
telegram instructing me to meet someone 
who claimed to be Dracula, naturaUy I 
I couU not 




DINNER WITH DRAG 

The taxi deposited me at the hotel 
near Central Park where I was to have 
dinner with the Count. A private elevator 
delivered me to the penthouse apartment 
Jht plush 
The 
1 richly 



I must say t* 
Sofarlwasbegim^tabaeMMiym 
the real thing and tlUt seemed pofee^ bl 

character. I shuddered to diMc tdnxit his 
"business. " 

For over an hour I only picked at the 
dinner. I remember little about what was 
served But during that time I was 
determined thu, hmring started Ms, / 
would see U duvugh tepttOm of Me' 



"Lugosi had a certain old world charm, 

B certainly a far cry from the way I see myself . 



pSed carpet wax a fir cry from die creepy 
gpddcatma^fherelhaimtdcipated. Yet, 
for tdl the heavy, dure was something 
more fri^ening about this place than if 
it were a gothic ruiru 

While I waited in the foyer for 
someone to greet me, I began to feel that 
I was being watched The silhouette of a 
man appeared in the doorway m front of 
me mid / froze infyer, m mped mo 
the light mid ftemlt m^Jfi-' m_ 



After dinner I was ushered into e 
drawing room where I waited for the 
better part of an hour. There was nothing 
that might distinguish this room as pari 
of the vampire's bir, other than the 
wealth it seemed to represent. I stood 
before the fireplace, staring into the open 
flames, suddenly aware that I had never 
drawn up a wUL Without warning a rich, 
resonant voice conung from bddnd me 
said. "Good evening ... foe^ me far 
having hq>t you Yfoitlng." 



THE COUNT 

/ turned around quickly and saw 
someone who could have been none other 
dm Count Dracula. my first impression 
eonvkieed me I vnas not die viedm of a 
hoax. The awe-insimng presence of die 
man vm proof enough that here indeed 
was Count Draaila. "Relax my friend, 
you have nothing to fear. I believe we can 
perform a great fe(vice for each other this 
evening, " he said in a voice tinged with a 
faint foreign intonation; the only clue 
that English was not his native tongue. 

TeU, km, mid elegmtfy dressed in 
bkck de, die Cbunt looked different 
II 

dmihed 



which I consider unflattering. So I will 
answer your questions to the best of my 
ability. "His gracious quality made it ham 
to believe that this continental gentleman 
Mm considered, the world's petstest fiend. 
ButIeoiddnottetover^eaHHse4Bl» 

NO PHOTOS 



TMT: "Shall vM brnfUn thM?" I askMd m I 
pulled out my note pad. ^Why did you 
forbid me to bring a caman or a tapo 

D: I did Bot forbid you; I ntonly 



youndf wi& vtA 
Aoiild wbD knov, I do not cast a ifaadow 



thought possible I was amazed that he 



ARmtottf him. His hair was a hutrout 
blade and contrasted sharply with his pale 
complexion. The deep-set dark eyes were 
laghlighted by thick eyebrows. He vmre a 
moustache Y^ch camouflaged the large 
eyeteeth that protruded slightly over the 
lower lip. 

"1 have been aware of your efforts to 
locate me for some time, " the Count said 

miunged dds interview. I em fjkid to see 
you took my telegram on fidAandeame 
tonight ...I regret the impenontt memu 
of communication, but I felt diet U was 

the most sensible approach. 

"Your persistence in searching for me 
has been impressive," he continued. "I 
hope tonight's interview will be of mutual 
bm^ df af m. Yoh 9ee, l wiA to 



or a leflection in a minor. Does it not 
foDow that I will not register an image on 
film, video, or audio tape? 
TMT: Of course! It only now occurred to 
me there isn't a mirror in your apartment 
and the indirect lighting makes shadows 
unlikely. By the way it's a lovely home 
you have here. 

D: Thank you, I like it. But it is just one 
of many lairs 1 have in the metropolitan 
area. Though 1 miss the broken 
battlements of my castle in Transylvania, 
av present accommodations serve my 
poipoaes quite adequatdy. 
TMTi Count, Vou are a vampire; in fact 
«w King of Vampiras. are you not? Could 
we delve into the particulars of 



D: Oh, that word! Vampire-I prefer 
*Sindead." You have no idea what it is 
really like to be a member of a minoiity 
group and have labels ptamed on you! QUck, 
very well, Aen ... if you must know 
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EC HORROR 



OF 

THE 



Dim the lights and close the doors as those FETID FOLKTALES of 
the 1950's bubble forth in FULL COLOR from the witch's cauldron. A 
selection of the greatest scare stories from HAUNT OF FEAR, TALES 
FROM THE CRYPT, and VAULT OF HORROR . . . including a rare 
unpublished TERROR TALE. 

These stories will terrify you like they terrified a whole generation of 
readers! EC HORROR COMICS OF THE 1950's features a fantastic 
collection of terror stories plus the original ads for MAD, artist 
biographies and more! From the comic book company that brought 
readers the finest horror stories of its time comes a collector's edition 
you must have! 

Great comix artisU like WALLY WOOD, JACK DAVIS, FRANK 
FRAZETTA, AL WILLIAMSON! Stories reproduced in Full Color! 23 
horrifying epics from the original comics! All the old ads and editorials 
plus artist biographies! The comics that caused all the excitement way 
back when! These are the comics they wouldn't let you read! 

■ THE MONSTER TIMES 

B P.O. Box 595, Old Chelsea Station g 
B New York, N.Y. 10011 | 

B Yes, send me the Collector's Limited Edition Copy of EC B 

■ HORROR COMICS OF THE 1950's for which I enclose $19.95 ■ 

■ plus $1.00 Postage and Handling. (Total $20.95) M 



NAME 



ADDRESS . 
CITY 



GIANT EC POSTERS! 



T 
E 
R 
R 




DEATH LIVES! In these two 
FULL-COLOR vintage E.C. Posters! 
Original covers of TALES FROM THE 
CRYPT NO. 38 and THE VAULT OF 
HORROR NO. 32. Never published in 
these versions because they were 
considered TOO frightening, these 
never-before seen renditions can now be 
yours! Printed 22"x28" on sturdy paper 
stock, these nusterpieces are always sent 
rolled, in sturdy nrtailing tubes, for 
Super-protection. The VAULT cover is 
by Johnny Craig, and the CRYPT cover 
by famed cartoonist Jack Davis. The best 
in art, color, darity and horror, all yours 
for only $2.50 plus .50 postage, each. 
The supply will be limited, so we urge 
vou to order now! 
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EAGER BEAVER! 
Dear Editor: 

I guess I'm a typical Monster Times 
reader, although I was under the 
impression that there were only a few 
who read the 25^ copy of "I am 
Legend" , still had a collection of E.C. 
comics, saw all Hammer films, went 
bananas over the new DC Tarzan, and 
understood the meaning of "KLATEAU 
VERADA NICTO." 

As long as you keep printing I'll keep 
buying. Keep up the good work. I was 
particularly inteitsted in your article on 
"Night of the Living Dead". The director, 
George Romero, is now filming his 
second sci-fi flick in the same locale as 
"Living Dead" and with the same great 
techniques. I have a part in the film. It's 
called "The Crazies". Look for me. I play 
the deputy sheriff. 

Tony Scott 
WBVP Program Director 
Beaver Falls, Pa. 

Well be looking for you, Tony. And let 
us know when it comes out. But what's a 
radio man doing in movies? 



MAIL-ORDER VAMPIRES 
MARCH AGAIN! 

Dear Sirs: 

I would like to congratulate you on 
TMT. It is the most refreshing thing to 
happen to horror and sci-fi fans in many 
years. I wouldn't know what to say is the 
best part about it, it is diversified and 
excellent. Besides all the great articles and 
the information offered, I think that the 
Monster Market is a good idea. 1 am 25 
years old, and most of the things sold in 
the back of the various monster mags, 
may not interest someone in my age 
bracket. I feel they appeal mostly to the 
children. Since they don't have as much 
spending money as say someone with a 
job, I think they should be warned of 
those who may separate them from their 
money with shoddy merchandise or 
excessive prices. If I may list a few 
examples: The Dracula record reviewed in 
issue No. 8 had the cover price as $3.98. 
An ad in CASTLE OF FRANKENSTEIN 
offers it for $5.95. Another example of 
inflation is the 8mm movies. In FAMOUS 
MONSTERS they are offered for $6.95 
plus postage. On the other hand in a mag. 
called FOR MONSTERS ONLY, the same 
films are offered for $9.98 plus postage. 
These films are available in numerous 
camera departments & large department 
stores. Three prices I have found them for 
were $5.15. $5.49, and $5.95. You can 
see how some people can separate 
uninformed children from their 
allowances. There are a lot of things 
available through mail order, but if kids 
can read about them in your Monster 
Market, they may be aided in not wasting 
their money. Keep up the good work. 

Sincerely, 
Robert W. Martin 



P.S. I have found that the Godzilla model 
you discussed in issue No. 1 
unfortunately not the last in the world. I 
saw a number of them on sale in the Toy 
And Hobby Center in the Kings Plaza 
Shopping Center on Flatbush Avenue in 
Brooklyn, (glowing head and all) . . . 

Thanks Robert, and you can be sure that 
when we check prices and find too great a 
disparity, we'll report it. We try to keep 
readers informed of the rip-off artists, but 
they seem to be proliferating at 
alarming rate. And if you find more info, 
please don't hesitate to let us know! 



A MARVEL-OUS MT? 

Dear Editor, 

I like the MONSTER TIMES a lot 
Your stories and artwork are great 
There's just one thing I'd like to ask. How 
about an all-Marvel issue? You promised 
an all-Superman issue, so it's only fair 
that you have an all-Marvel issue. I would 
appreciate this very much and so would 
Marvel! 

Sincerely yours, 
Scott Martin 
Ridge, New York 

While we are planning an AU-Superman 
issue of TMT, it's not inconceivable that 
we'll do an all-Marvel issue sometime in 
the future, if we do, you'll be the first to 
know. 



TO DIME OR NOT TO DIME? 
THAT IS THE QUESTION! 

Dear Monster Times, 

I am a great fan of yours, and I have 
read every one of your issues. I must say 
that you have done a terrific job! I 
etyoyed every issue, but as I was reading 
issue No. 8 1 saw something more 
horrifying than Chris Lee himself! It 
was tfie price of the issue, 60 cents. I 
admit you have a really good mag but 
don't you think 60 cents is a trifle too 
much? We are not all made of money! 
Please give me an explanation for this. 

Your fan, 
Larry Patterson, 
Fairfield, Conn. 

We don't know anyone made of money, 
Larry. And that includes your stalwart 
(but poor) staff here at THE MONSTER 
TIMES. To be able to ship issues of your 
favorite monster publications all over the 
country we had to raise the price a dime. 
Ever rising shipping costs forced the price 
up. If you live in New York, though, it 
will still cost 50 cents. So, while we are 
sorry for the rise, we do promise to give 
you every penny of your money's worth 
and more. Then, of course, you could 
always move to New York. 



SIBLING RIVALRY? 

Dear Editor 

Issue No. 9 of THE MONSTER TIMES 
was great, but the letter by John Sposite 
made no sense at all. (1) Anzilla is not 
Godzilla's brother. (2) Anzilla was in 
DESTROY ALL MONSTERS and was 
smaller than Godzilla. (3) Anzilla walks 
on all fours most of the time. (4) Just 
because Godzilla and Anzilla have almost 
the same name doesn't mean they are 
related. 

Bob Skir 
L.I., N.Y. 

Can any of you monstrous fans clear up 
this burning question? is Anzilla 
Godzilla's brother or not? The suspense is 
killing us!!! 



with a bulldozer. Address all 
correspondence fo: THE 
MONSTER TIMES. Box 595. Old 
Chelsea Station. N.Y., IQOI 1. 




Phosts have intrigued people for 
centuries. These white-sheeted 
apparitions have tieen the basis of legends 
for generations. What block hasn't had a 
haunted house, supposedly haunted by 
ghosts and goblins? What kid hasn't spent 
Halloween day masquerading as a ghost? 
And what kid hasn't thrilled to the 
exploits of Casper, the Friendly Ghost in 
cartoons and comics? 

Responding to the tide of ghostly tales 
and legends is IN SEARCH OF GHOSTS, 
by Daniel Cohen. In his new book (Dodd, 
Mead and Company, 182 pp.), Mr Cohen 
ferrets out the true from the false, the 
runrror from the reality, and the lies from 
the truth. Or at least he tries. 

Unfortunately, unless a person is a 
true believer, or a yarn spinner, he is left 
with little new to say about ghosts. That 
seems to be Mr. Cohen's problem. He just 
doesn't have anything new to add. 
Research in the field of occult and 
phantism (the study of ghosts) has been 
progressing for centuries, txjt IN 
SEARCH OF GHOSTS just won't add 
much to what already is known. To offset 
this, the author fabricates dubious tales. 
The book kicks off with a fast paced. 




superficial historical introduction. The 
author speaks of the primitive fear of the 
dead, moves through ghost tales in 
Grecian times, progresses through 19th 
century England, focusing on some of the 
more important cases of occultism. 
Cohen uses the old trick of leaving the 
reader hanging, letting him decide for 
himself the veracity of each individual 
case. There Is nothing wrong with leaving 
each Incident to Its own nrierite, but we're 
all tired of trite cliff-hangers with no 
ending. The dustjacket of IN SEARCH 
OF GHOSTS claims the book Is a 
definitive history of ghosts, but It really 
doesn't give us any answers, regardless of 
what the dustjacket says. 

The middle chapters of the book 
serve* up highlights of the development 



A 19th century tkctdi of a skeletal spirit wt>o 
looks like he can't make up his mind whether 
he's the Scarer of the Scared. 

of the spiritualist movement (the thesis 
that spirits can communicate through 
mediums enveloped In trances). It ranges 
from the mysterious Fox case In 1848 to 
the development of the seance room and 
the Society for Psychial Research. 
Throughout this whole section, however, 
we are left with the distinct smell of 
Incense from a circus skleshow. Cohen 
sensationalizes the spiritualist rrwvement 
so thoroughly that It seems as If he's 
trying to sell ideas, not present things 
objectively. He lightly throws caution to 
the wind, and we're only surprised that 
he didn't bother to recommend his 
personal medium too. 

Finally, Cohen provides several 
chapters on such sundry topics as 
"Haunted Houses and PoHBrgnsts." and 
"Apparitions and Spirit Photographs." 

There are some interesting little pieces 
of information In this book, but we 
expected more solid Information from 
Mr. Cohen, who was formerly Managing 
Editor of SCIENCE DIGEST. It struck us 
as strange that a man with Cohen's 
scienoe background tried to foist off a 
melange of rumors, lies and oM wives' 
tales as factual information. IN SEARCH 
OF GHOSTS Is interesting reading, but it 
won't make anyone a true beUever, and it 
certainly won't further the science of 
ghosts any. For that, they'll have to look 
to better written books. 

m^oe Brancatelli 



in widi-you-ware4iere type p 
this stately wradc is unnerving check out 
what* s happening at Witeh Willaw a aipaftiorror 
house you can find on the very next p 
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the snNMMMi 9o o di 7 Not only wm 
thay «bsolut«ty stupid nd 
bloodlMi, but> liks w not, Ihsy 
didn't 6Mn provide s ctocr ^Hinpw 

flf ths allegBd 'monstsr' thct vm> 
iiwys said to ta Iwlcing about. 
WaH, finally thare't one movie 
company putting the horror back 
into the horror film, with lots of 
blood and gore and monsters and 
mutilation tosMd in for good 
measure. Crack terror scribe Buddy 
Weiss takes a good look at two of 
Hemisphere Pictures' (The House of 
Horror, as they call themselves) ^ 
latest bloodletting ventures, the | 
MAD DOCTOR OF BLOOD 
ISLAND and (gasp!) BEAST OF 
BLOOD! So, without wasting any 
more space, let us set foot now into 
the dense jungles of Blood Island as 
fashioned by its equally dense 
creators at Hemisphere . . 



ttking it lyma <la«Mi tar a 




1 



i two movies have so much 
Uood in them that Dracula himself 
woukl be hard put not to ghre them 
4 Stan each? Why, MAD DOCTOR 
OF BLOOD ISLAND and BEAST 
€if BLOOD, of course! Between 
tham, they have enough celluloid 
I to feed a dozen hungry 
a next century or 



And these titles are oidy two of a 
whole bloody bundle of gore movies 
produced by Hemisphene Kctmes, 
a company that modestly calls itself 
*«rhe House of Honor!" (Their 
exclamation point, not ours— Ed.) 

Hemisphere, in its relatively 
short existence, has also turned out 
Usty items on the order oCBIibOD 




DEMON, BLOOD FIEND. BRAIN 
OF BLOOD, BRIDES OF BLOOD, 
I DRINK YOUR BLOOD and. for a 
change of pace for those looking 
for more solid nourishment, I EAT 
YOUR SKIN. We'll be getting 
around to each of these films in this 
and the next two installments of 
the series. . . but for now, let's take 
a look at what the MAD DOCTOR 
OF BLOOD ISLAND is up to. 

THE MAD DOCTOR OF 
BLOOD ISLAND, double-billed at 
most theaters with BLOOD 
DEMON, stars ex-teen actor John 
Ashley and Angelique Pettijohn. 
Hemisphere, by the way, conducts 
ad campaigns that mi^t best be 
described as heavy, and ones tt«t 
even put the (dd 

For the IIAD DOCTOR OF 
BLOOD ISLAND, the ad poster 
reads: A ftaM SHBIEKOUT. . . 
Do the ''Mad Doctor^HiiiV. Drink 
Gnan Bhiod and Groose. The Moat 
Abaorbiag Horror Happeidm 
Ever!" If youVe out for Wood, you 
can idy on Hemisphere. . . 

The MAD DOCTOR OF BLOOD 
ISLAND begins with Dr. Bill 
Foster (John Ashley), redblooded 
American boy and ace medico, 
being sent to the mysterious Blood 
Island to investigate "strange** 
happenings. Actually, they are 
more than a little bit strange — 
they're downright unnatural! 
People vanishing, monster carrying 
kids off into the jungle, and 
cocoanuts going sour overnight, 
before they even leave the trees. It's 
Un-Amerkaoi tlita«i Ufca tbase tbat 
give places W» Blood hSmd a bad 
name. 

Aifn <iiin>anyhn Dr. BMbsr to ttw 




isle are Sheila Willard and 
Osdos Lopez. Why, you might ask, 
wcwdd a nice gizl (not to mention a 
beaotiftd one) Uke tbat be gofeagto 



m the arm and, two, I 
f<ivh r lives there. Of oomse, wa 
iwv^r learn why her father lives on 
Blocvd Island, but thai there's a let 
of rildngs we never learn in the fflms 
but as long as there's a lot of Uood 
and monsters, who's counting. 

Carlos is along for a different 
purpose. His mother lives on Blood 
IslfiniJ and he wants to fetch her 
from that mysterious locale. In 
fact, his plan is about the only 
thing in the movie that makes any 
sense. 

At any rate, the boat carrying 
Bill, Sheila, and Carlos docks at 
BkMd Uand and before you can 
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formedy leipectaMe fkthar is tww 
nothing but a drunken bum who ii 
fond of disappearing into ttie 
dangerous jun^e for long stretches 
at a time. Being a logical type, 
Sheila goes in after him, withoutj 
bringing along a gun, food, or i 
in the way of clothes either (bu|,| 
you have to keep in mind the CKt 
that it's awful HOT on Blood 
Island). Almost as soon as Sheila 
steps foot into the underbrush, 
however, she is attacked by a 
horrible monster who drips green 
stuff all over her fair white body 
and abuses her in a lypicaUy male 
chauvinist manner. 
' Meanwhile, while all ttiis is going 
on, Bill is busy doing some medical 
detective work. He soon discovers 
that the island is plagued by a 
tenrible mystifyinng disease. . . one 
that turn's hum:ui blood from a 
healthy red to a su kly green color. 
Bill is understandably puzzled by 
this turn of events. 

Carlos is keeping himself active 
as well. After he locates his mother, 
he finds that she doesn't want to 
leave the island on account of her 
dead husband. Carlos, being of 
sound mind and body, deduces that 
if his mother Ls staying on Blood 
Island because of her dead husband, 
then the dead husband (his father) 
must still be alive — if he can still 
exert that much pressure on mom. 
So, to follow down his hunnch, 
Carlos enlists the aid of Dr. Bill and 
together they journey to a 
graveyard to exhume dad's tomb, 
only to find the coffm. . . you 
gUMsed it, empty! It is Bill's 
qttW^tWnktng <^inion that if 
Gii^ mtex »t in the coffin, 
Umb he must b» someplace else, 
and k'|KnobabIy itin ahve po boot, 
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from the dhrection of the jun|^. 
Somds like Sheila, they gasp, and, 
Bk»-ttie stout-hearted heroes they 
are, dash off into the jungle to 

rescue her. They find the 



beast-ravaged Sheila and, in her 
gratitude, she kisses them both for 
saving her and, together, they exit 
the junglB to pussle out the plots 
tilat mm to be thiekMiiiig an 



Meanwhile, Culos' mvesUcstion 
is getting noplace taaiL His motiier 
has tainn in a pair of 



compare notes with Dr. Bill Foster 
and when the two put their heads 
together they discover they share 
one thing in common: neither have 
Hie di^test idea of what might be 
behind the mysterious happenings 
on Blood Island. So they consult 
Sheila. 

GREEN FIELD 
Sheila informs them that the 
monster that attacked her was of a 
hue. Bill immediately decides 




his assistant Mid% mA iiona of 
them will ofte CSidiliOaifttAiil 

single clue as to his Cattief^ 

whereabouts. He then goes hack to 




that tUs most be connected wilfa 
the niystifyfa« "^een blood** 
disease, toe coincidenoe baing too 
temptii« to losisk. And, ainoe he 
took a spontanedos 4iiiiUaf to Dr. 
Lorca, BiU farther condudas tiwt 
the rival doctOT must be tft too 
bottom of it all. 
jealousy, no doubt. 
Bill's bedside manner has proven to 
be far more successful than the 
grim Dr. Lorca's —as far as the 
lovely Sheila is concerned at least. 

So Bill confronts Dr. Lorca who, 
being a card-carrying secretive 
power-mad scientist, inunediately 
tells them everything. 

.As it turns out, the monster is 
none other than Carlos' missing 
father. Don Ramon. Ramon, who 
had been dying of an unspecified 
di.sease. went to Dr. Lorca. the evil 
genius, for help. Lorca. in turn, 
injected the hapless Ramon with a 
strange serum he'd invented, one 
that put Carlos' old man through 
some pretty heavy changes. Don 
Ramon b^an growing edgy and 
end and gnd 
flilMiaii^ 




^p^r^T ^^^^ 

ISLASSB ' 




popularity among his fellows 
promptly levelling off to an even 
zero. Feeling alienated and revolted 
by his new green color, Don Ramon 
fled into the jungle where he busied 
himself by pulling annoying 
practical 'jokes' on all who might 
wander into his domain with tiia 
purpose of ferreting him out. 

Demonstrating an ironic sense of 
timing, Don Ramon, the monster, 
appears on the scene just as Dr. 
Lorca is explaining this to the 
others. Having all the anti-social 
tendencies common to monsters 
everywhere, Don Ramon gets his 
revenge on Lorca by wrecking the 
place and trying to stomp everyone 
in si^t. In the ensuing confusion, a 
few jars containing inflamatory 
diamicals diance to spill onto the 
Hoar and a masshw fire breaks out. 
The heroes scurry out of the fiery 
house to safety where they watch 
the conflagration. Presumably Dr. 
Lorca and his monster are killed. 



tumad v^aatdt 
and of tha fOm) 
Blood Isisnd 
more . . . not until 
at least. 

Continued on next page 



kMMw the ishmd. 
is bloody no 
the next movie. 
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BEAST OF BLOOD 

But horror movie heroes like Bill 
Foster do not remain at rest for 
long, and soon enough he returns to 
Blood Island in Hemisphere's 
sequel, the BEAST OF BLOOD. 
Keeping Bill company this time 
around is his charming companion 
Myra Russell, girl reporter and 
voluptuous lady. 

The "troubles" have erupted, 
once again on Blood Island, it 
seems, and again Bill is dispatched 
to see what he can do about the 
situation. Bill finds that the natives 
are unusuaUy restless and not verj 
firiendly towards him dther, since 
they associate him with the last 
murderous outbreak of Blood 
Island horrar. Dr. Foster quickly 
assures the natives that hell do 
ei«y«hb« he em (nUdi ko^ A 
fiiMfe mqdi) to «id tlib tnade nmr 
menace to Hie oommunity. - ^ - 
step is to return to the oU 
stomping grounds of the late, 
demented Dr. Lorca to see if there's 
anything happening there. The 
idaoe is now a wasteland of burned 
ttuildings and overgrown weeds and 
scurrying rats and the like. But, 
before Bill is able to discover 
anything at all, disaster strikes 
again: Myra is kidnapped by a gang 
of restless natives! 

Bill rounds up a gang of good 
natives and heads out in search of 
the abducted Myra. They find her 
soon enough, but the bad natives 
don't want to give up their 
hard-won prize so a fight breaks out 
and, amidst the punching and 
stabbing and yelling, Myra offs a 
native who tried to do her in by 
shoving a machete through his ribs. 
Myra, in fact, is the only one who 
actually kills anycme in the fi^t, 
vrladi would seem to belie her 
"iMtfM" tudBoat. At any rate, the 
gang giBi MDEk to vMt Loica's 
estate Imte igftt witm BUI 
beeome* -immtji^ oi ino^ttr 
eateritiNU ttth ni mami N|rn tt 

Tbis ttine die*fe been ripped df 
by Loica's henchmen in order to 
serve as the bait in a trap set for 
Bin. Lorca (who, of course, didn't 
die in the fire that climaxed the 
MAD DOCTTOR OF MiOOD 
fiSLAND), has apparently fpomi 




tired of Dr. Bill's ceaseless 
interference and possibly his poor 
acting abilities as well and is 
determined this time to do him in 
oacpapKlfoKaU. 

horn It m leiliNH flTlJi; Bili 
weM. tat w he Mt M 
fUe M film 16 be fidb flarMyn bi 
tlii eoe. The mad doctor, in a 
efeSdka bid for Southern Pacific 
UbilMBK^, takes Myra on a guided 
temt ei iiSt new domain, which 
featnree « horrifying prison 
ctmipoimd in whidi an kept tiie 
horribly 



Paying a sneak visit to Lorca's 
hideout (how he finds it is never 
explained, but we're probably 
better off not knowing anyway). 
Bill notices that Lorca's face bears 
hattmn inaa, the marks, no doubt, 
of liidr last confrmtation. Lorca 
has anotho- surprise in store for the 
brave Dr. Bill, 
d e ca pit ated body of his 
Don Ramon, who has been kept 
alive and kicking by some fiendish 
mad doctor machine. Lying 
thoughtfully atop a nevby table is 
the stffl fifing head of the ^lastly 



Meanwhile, the severed head 
finally begins to open up a bit. "We 
can talk now, Dr. Lorca, if you 
want to. . . " it says, while the 
headless body beats the crazed 
scientist senseless — which isn't a 
hard thing to do, considering the 
mad doctor imbalanced mental 



along with everything else, is hi^y 

expenda ble, so he plants a few 



hard work on a plm to get Myia 
out of the Madman*! hands. 




THE MONSTER'S MUM 

It seems that Lorca has a Uttle 
bit of the shrink in lum too, since 
he's hem trying to reach the ffeea 
monster's head only to find it 
leoauamiieatiMu the 



Lorca's understaidafaly boenaed at 

the thought of this rejection. But, 
while the monster's severed vocal 
chords have remained silent and 
still, the mind in his bodiless head is 
still active, hatching plans of grisly 
revenge. The monster has managed 
to keep a spark of rationality alive 
within him and, as the head begins 
a deep concentration, the body 
rises and grabs Dr. Lorca. Bill and 
Myra look on in horror as the 
gruesome dance of death goes on 
lietween the madman and his 
monster, before turning ttf and 
running to safety once - Mt t^ io ^ fli 
seems to be their wont. 




sticks of 
with Myra w theifhole place Uows 

up. 

Bill and Myra abandon the 
bloody isle and the natives learn to 
relax again. But will Blood Island 
remain in this rare state oi 
tranquility for long? Not likely, not 
with Hemisphere Pictures* busy 
production schedule. 

Tune in next issue for further 
developments on Blood Island and 
the whole crew of washed-up actors 
cast ashore on its terrifying terrain. 
And remember: "The blood you 
save may be your own. ■ 
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THE OLD ABANDONED WAREHOUSE! 

THE OLD ABANDONED WAREHOUSE is here! Now you can Some of the items are for older fan enthusiasts, and some 
order rare and hard to-get books about monsters, comics, ask you to state age when purchasing. Don't be put off by 
pulps, fantasy and assorted betwitching black sundries, the formality, the pulsating Post Office isn't. 



FULL COLOR 
POSTERS 





grues-floAes ferreted out by BILL 
FERET, Momterdom's answer to 
Rota BarreL BUI is in thow-biz; a 
singer, dancer, actor and has many 
contacts in the domain of 
Entertainment; films, TV, live 
titttge, and all like that Where other 
moniterpubB gfit nam to you 
montiit tftw u flbn*$ tintiy beeii 
releaeed, BM FereVt TELETYPE 
lives up to its name, and reveals to 
you info of horror flix A cetera 
when they're still only in 
productioh. Impress friend and 
fiend aUke with inside info on 
monster movies that haven't even 
been made yet! Gosharootie, gang! 



mhere seems to be an influx of French 
thrillea as of late. Sergio Gobbi has in the 
offing 'THE INTRUDER." in which a 
man quite calmly kills two men who have 
threatened to kidnap his son and hold 
him for ransom. Another will be 'THE 
KILLER," this one has a psychopath 
slaying half a dozen people before the 
poSee, who have been feuding on the 
methods of his tapture, imprison him. 

At Shepperton Studiot, in London, 
they've begun shooting on the 
psycho-thriller, 

Incongrout title cAansv-RABBITS has 

become laamijirtmimspLepus? 

fLepusPrey?) 

Alfred Hitchcock's new film, 
'TRENZY/' is set for release. 

William L Rose is readying an 
America-Italian-French film titled 
'TERROR IN 2A" 

Peter Katz has been set to produce 
Daphne du ktaurfsfs DONT LOOK 
NOVt" /t7/ shoot On loeetlon kt London 



If the Count finds his cape growing a 
bit threadbare, he can now peruse 
Radu Florescu's fine and reasonably 



priced line of Tn 
We always wondered who Ms tailor 

might be. 



DRACULA LIVED! I mean as an 
actual person, in the form of a 15th 
Century Rumanian prince named Vlad 
Jeres. He was nicknamed "Dracula." 
which in Rumanian means "Son of the 
Devil," for his gruesome and sadistic 
tactics of impaling those who displeased 
him on wooden stakes, sometimes 
thousands at a time So says Radu 
Florescu, a Boston College professor 
who professes to be under the Dracula 
curse. The curse was placed upon his 
family when Jeres' sister married into the 
Florescu family. 

Upon a recent European expedition, 
Florescu, his wife and e small party of 
fallow expkwers set out to ascertain the 
exact location of the Dracula Cattle, but 



fell prey to many mysterious 
circumstances and mishaps. 

But Florescu goes on, under the 
auspices of the Rumanian Government, 
plans to import a line of 
TRANSYLVANIAN fashions. (Knit 
shrouds?) The collection will feature 
dresses, embroidered vests and . . . an 
authentic reproduction of the Dracula 
cape selling for somewhere between $60 
and$9a 

It's about time Florescu cashed in on 
the curse that has plagued his family for 
centuries. If the curse prevails though, 
buttons might fall off, zippers snag and 



wouldn't do itat muU kef The etd 
sew^nd^em? 



DATE 


CONVENTION 


LOCATION 


PRICE 


FEATURES 




THE SECOND SUNDAY 
PHILSEULING 
2883 W. 12 
rKLYN. N.Y. 11224 


STATLER-HILTON 
SM ST ft 7* AVE. 
NEW YORK CITY 


S1.00 
(10 A.M. to 
4PJM.) 


COMIC BOOK 

DEALERS & COLLECTORS 
No Spwial Guam 


Ffll^SAT^CUN. 


PULP-CON 
BP. WffMffI 

«f;iAiii;iio.«sii4 






PULPS & AUTHORS 
•flliiklil|gBton 


JULY1« 
SAT. THRU WED. 


•NMyiQIIKCOMICON 
PMLtEULING 

ainw. 12 

mCLVN,N.V. 11224 


STATLER-HILTON 
33nl ST & 7lli AVE. 
NEW YORK CITY 


Info. Not 
AnitaH* 

Writs Con. 


MeM Comic Book aid 
Comic Strip ArtW*. and 
THOUSANDS of Fam LHw 
YoMnaMfarSDAYSI 


Feb 16-18 
1973 


INTERNATIONAL 
STAR TREK 
CONVENTION 


HOIfiLeOIMMOOORE 
42liii Stft Lmlmion Av«. 
Ptaw Yoffic City 


info Not 
Available 


oouM you want? 




publhhan talking, and t 
out-of-dat* c 

L But that* t iust tha raaaon 
for going. If you want a coupla of gloaiy 
picturai of Oraeula or King Konc or a 1943 
copy of Ahboy Camiec (God atana knoMi why) 




Doing absolutely no business, 
whatsoever, somewhere in Detroit is the 
intriguingly titled double-bill-'tsmmW 
and "Teenage PSYCHO MEETS 
BLOODY MARY." (I'm sure the viewing 
audience were the ones who wished they 
had had a few bloody Mary's to drink.) 

"ROSEMARY'S BABY" star. Rutii 
Gordon will have the tide role in 'THE 
WITCH OF VtALL SmEET," whkk 
concerns the life of lady nOm Hetty 
Green. 

NBC's TV movie "PROBE." which 
starred Hugh O'Brian and EIke Sommer is 
definitely set to become a teleseries. I 
only hope Angel Tompkins, featured in a 
recent issue of PLAYBOY and a 
stunningly beautiful blonde, is sold with 
the series in the role she essayed in the 
pilot. 

The National Geographic specials for 
next season have some very interesting 
titles. Those announced were 'THE 
HAUNTED WEST," THE VANISHING 
TRIBES OF THE MATTO GROSSO" 
(that's the unexplored region of lite 
Amazon jungle), 'THE UNEXPLAINED 
MYSTERIES OF THE EARTH," and 
rBTRANGE CREATURES OP IIIB 
NIGHT." Sounds more like the 
"Supematml Georgspbic " 

Chartes Nelson ReHly, tela of 'IHB 
GHOST ft IIR& innR" T¥ series isset 
for a new one, series end f/koet that ix 
This tune Ae^fim be a tttde more 



OR if you want to maat tlia affaMa 
daman^d lunatici who bring out THE 
MONSTER TIMES, go ahaad and riiit ona of 




ANDROMEDA STRAIN. 

Fanftra Cwp'f prmdoiktif § 
"TOWER OF EVE." . jUjjV ikmm 
HORROR ON 8NAFB ULAND," NAft 
just a "snape" of dte fktgais. 

And the inimitable genius of Geoife 
Pal will be re-ignited in transforming from 
novel to the screen the incredible DOC 
SAVAGE series. First on Pal's docket will 



be a compenMum of several cf die 

Kenneth Robeson novels released under 
the titie, DOC SAVAGE. ARCHENEMY 
OF EVBL The film will be complete 
escapist fare a la James Bondian 
tongue-in-chic adventure. 

Set for a TV premiere is a new film 
starring the super siren of the AO's. Miss 
Rita Haywonk, ddad SONS OF SATANL 
Co-starred k Ike equalfy lOimfy OmiiXno 



I" 



the Monstor Wm$ 




Attwition, all 
that for tha past 4 yaan thara has baan a 
Comic Art Convantion? TYiis yaar markf 
tfia fifth annivanary of tha avant and it*! 
going to ba ona Supar, Ultra Con. Tha first 
5 day convantion in history: July 1 thru 5 
at Naw Yorfc't Statlar HiHon Hosri. 0«w 
3.000 fan 






Mm at m ^ 
NrnvVoik im& 
mm to iMhiiii tonM.* 19 n 
tot of awr linMi taw HhmwI 



SILENT 
Tnimbutt, will next 
kmint (or Wamar Bron another 

Liam 
and 



ARTHUR C. CLARKE 
DOLPHIN ISLAND 




d Arthur C. 
Ctarke's DOLPHIN ISLAND." for 
possible filming under his Radnitz Mattel 
Production banner. I hope they don't 
"Toy" mtft tha projact too long. 



Bum Mmr^ of m»mifi/oitation, 
wHI ftf00lnc$- Iht- pilBjftif tnacabre 
CUOKXCVK for mman. FHmisbased 
on tha noval by Franch authors Pierre 
Boilaau and Thomas Naicaiac, who also 
gava us tha dastk. DIABOUQUE and 
VERTiCa Thay dahn if a a true story 
daaling whh tha ttfanga occurences that 
tha yarioua paHanti undergo when the 
mmflimii Pf u mrdaier's body 

mn-mi^m ^mv mm mmt every 

PART a smm Hm the thought 
anything shmia0mmkt, ar waste. 



COMIC BOOKS ATTACK 
THE MONSTER MARKET! 



Timas, ha«a baan saying all along - tfiara's 
thasa days. National 
■rtad a brand naw mag 
Mystary Talas. tumad a 
mag into Waird 
Wastatn Talas. tumad two gothics. Oailc 
Manstm and Sinislar Houm. into ftorror 
tidas. and has raisad tha froquanctas on all 
thair astablished horror/mystary titles. 
Marvel Comics has the comer on pure 
moftsters though. Thay have spent tfM last 
four years reprinting their most 
monsterous stories from ttw fifties. 
They're finally starting new mystery 
boofcs this summer, too - Journey Into 
Mystery and The Chamber of ChHIs. (they 
also captured Count Dracula a while back 
for •Tomb Of Dracula" comics.) To top 
off this monster revival, the Archie Comics 
Group, which has spent tha past twenty 
yaan of its axistanoa perfecting tiw «aen 
humor mag and iyioring tha rest of tha 

horror title in tf>e very near future. For 
them to breal< their tradition, the 

didn't wne sdy so ' P.L. 




"Gimme a Monsterburger, fries and blood-shake. 
And rtish it ~ I may not have much time." 



THE COMIC READER 
Comic Art's monthly mwiimgiTi 



to your fsvoiilB comic chMCtcrt. 
With features by Monster Timesers: 
Brancatelli. Isabella & Levitz. 3 for 
$1 from Paul Levitz. 393 East 58 
Street, Brooklyn, N.Y. 11203_ 



Comic books, fanzines, stills, posters, 
Big-Little books, dealers, collectors: 
and The Monster Times folk! Every 

'Second sunoayi" at the 

Statler-Hilton. SStd St. & 7th Ave. 
N.Y.C. 10AM to 4PM. Admission $1.00 



SCIENCE FICTION, 
FANTASY AND HORROR 

Reference Guide to Fantastic Films. 

20,000 Ustings; 50 Countries; 75 
Years; Extensive Information: 
Thorough Cross-References. For a 
content sample sertd a stamped, 
self-addressed envelope to: Walt 
Lee, P.O. Box 66273, Los Angeles. 
CA94M66. 



WSNrmWIINTEIMWIINTED! 



WANTED-Old radio and 
comix premiums, to expand our 
museum of relics, trivia and the 
lore of 20th Century pop-art. 
Things like the BUCK ROGERS 
PISTOL, or a CAPTAIN 
MIDNIGHT DECODER 
RING ... and all the rest of the 
stuff. Thi 



in our history, and we have a 
place for them on our shelves. 
Please send description and 
condition of items, plus the 
price you're asking, to TMTM, 
(THE MONSTER TIMES 
MUSEUM). P.O. Box 595, Old 
Chelsea Station, New York, 

N.Y..iqoi|, 



ME MOVES , EASILY, ANP 
THE MI55LE 5TREAK6 PY HIS 
HEAP. . .BUT, THE FORCE 
OF THE THROW PULL5 ME 
FORWARP ANP THE HEAVY 
CHAIN ENCIRCLES HIS 
THROAT. . .ICmMlVBflVy 
JECTILe Wmi THE SAME IMNP 
THAT L00SeP1T« ANPHfltP 
IT IN A dRir THAT ONLY 
PEATH WILL MEAK . . . 




Two panels from BAOTIME STORIES, by Bami Wrightton. 

Badtime Stories 



Baneful Berni Wrightson's 
brought out a bashingly brilliant 
book; BADTIME STORIES. 
Regular readers of THE MONSTER 
TIMES know wrenching Wrightson 
from his im.nortal color poster of 
Boris KarlofFs FRANKENSTEIN 
in the centerfold of MT No. 1 , and 
your bottom dollar can be bet that 
youMl be seeing more of his morbid 
phantasmagorically creepish, 
circusful of ghouls and goblins, 
freaks and fiends, and doomish 
demons in future issues fiX this 
wonderful monster newspaper. 

But in the meanest of whiles, 
though, you can have a 48 page., 
permanently-bound slick-paper 
softcover creepish classic of six 
soul-annihilating sdlo stories of 
mystery and macabre, Berni 's 
weirdly-wrought, wrfght-on 
BADTIME STORIES. We reviewed 
them in MONSTER TIMES NO. 6. 
recieved so much mail. tbaA we 
bought a stock of than fw yoa to 
<xder from us. ....... 

' BA<»T«fe smmE& k- la 



Wright, son! Monster-sized (8V&** x 
U"), and monster-oriented, wi& 
color paintings on the front and 
iMck covers, and spine-diiliing 
Wack and white artwork inside, it's 
a steal at the meady SS.00 per copy 
we're asking. (Thongli we Wfiil*t taO 
you who's stedlngfiKm 'iHhoiitfj 

So fiU out die oonpoii belwr, 
and send it into THE MONSTER 
TIMES folk. Would we ever steer 
you wrong? 

^^right-on! Wrightson's writhing]^ 

I weird workmanship whets my ■ 
wish-craft for his woebegone worlds! I 

Rush copies of BADTIME 

I STORIES at SS.OO per copy plus | 
" 50^ portage A haaOHmt ($SJi9 " 

I total) to - 
THE MONSTER TIMES I 
BOX 595 

I New York, N.Y. 1001 1 | 
J NAME I 



I aTY_ 



_STATE_ 



AN INTERVIEW WITH Y 

Tyracma 



THE UNDEAD UVEl 

TMT: How did you fiiM bMomt em of 

the "undead"? 

D: Thai (oet iiack a kng tine 10 die dqrt 



was battUnt TwUrii Men. 
After I died I becaow oneoTdieMideid. 

Rather a strange twist on the resurrection 

Ihemc you might say. 
TMT: How old are you now' 
D: Lot mc see, I can not say oft hand. I 
was born in the 14th century, about 1350 
, How old doe s that make 



TMT: Over 600 years old? Amazing, you 
hardly look 40. Is it true that your diet of 
human blood makes you grow younger 

looking' 

D: Yes. my diet maintains me. As long as 
I continued to nourish myself I will 
remain youthful. 

ALL POWER TO THE UNDEAD 

TMT: Is it true that you possess certain 
super human powers? 
D: To a degree, yes. I have the strength of 
a dozen men and powers of hypnotic 
■iggestion. However, let one say once for 
all 1 cannot turn into a bat or a wolf. 
LyGuthnqpy k alwni, dpo't you think? 
I do haw iOiBe fKiiiit Oist certain 

feanine tkmmn hm ioteipieted as 
lircMlrapfegr. I can not Anohv into a trail 
oTmist or other sndi nooaeaie. but I am 

able to command the elements up to a 
point. It is possible for me to camouflage 
myself in fog, for instance. 

The hours between sunset and dawn is 
the period wboi I am at the height of iny 
power*. During die I lett in a box of 
my native earth. I can waOc abroad in the 
daylight hours, although I cannot exercise 
those exceptional talents I mentioned. 
TMT: Then daylight will not kill you? 
D: No, that is just wishful thinking on 
the part of those who have sought to 



TMT: Who would want to persecute you? 
D: The late Prof. Abraham Van UeMng 
and his I flee. There have been a few others 
but Van Helsing and his Meads cwaed 
me the most trouUe. 

You don't seem to andeistind that I 
am the victim of a disease whose efftets I 
have no control over. 
TMT: A disease which has addicted you 
to human Wood. 

D: Wdl, nobody's perfect. I must say 
diouib. condition is not widwat V% 
ivwnds. I meet liot of attractive gills, 
TMT: I imagine so. But. tell nte Count, 
what are your limitations? 
D:Generally !4)eaking, I abhor the reek of 
garlic, can't stand religious 
objects-crucifixes, etc., I can not cross 
running water under iny own power, and 




D: Unfortunately, I have had occasion to 
see several of these pieces of popular 
mytliotogy. Needless tO/^y, I consider 
iMB bneath contempt. 
Mtt What do you think of the actors you 
liswe seen impersonating you? Beta 
Lugosi, and Christopher Lee for instance. 
D: Lugosi had a certain old world cliarm, 
but he was certainly a far cry from the 
way I see myself. Our physical 
appearances and our manners have little 
in common. 

Lec is a bit too self-consciously virile 
for tscj taste. The productions lie has 
sppesied in are a trifle huid, bot I most 
a^it he is more into the spirit oT things. 

DRACULA ON TOUR? 

MT: It's easy to see why you aren't 
pleased with your image. Have you 
considered makirni an appearance 

puulicly? 

D; My lawyer told me that David Frost 
wanted to do 'W minutes with me, and 
there was some talk of a television 
special. Of course, this poses technical 
problems-tape and fibn yoa know. 
Anyway, I am not qMite leadjr fiir a 
public appearance. It would meaa 
dropping the cover iHlkfel I hHHK 



MT: Then you do not function socially 
under your true name? 

D: Correct, that is not yet possible. When 
I am more certain of my rights as a U5. 
resident, and potential citizen. I nuqr 



Although determined to keep his identity and whereatmuts a carefully guarded 
secret, n eig h b u i i at the Count's Upper Eart Side residence have, from tinM to time, 
CBHght thnpses of the undying demon. He has, seeoidhii to Ms butler, been known 
to heng hat-etyle in the hall doset. causint Dceaslenal cDnsfm et ion in the hearts of 
his fallow apartment dwellers. "I enioy the free flow of Wood to my head," the 
Count remarlted, "and the rush b nothing ritort of fantastic!" 



tht to destroy me 



those who 
my work. 
TMT: 

D: Yes. 

TMT: But Prof. Van Helsing ctaimed to 
have destroyed you over 80 yoars 

ago . . .! 

D: LiesI Thai lying old Dutcfaman! Hie 
fox eluded ihe lioiinds. They COBtiBned 
to search lor me bul 1 outlasted them. No 
one has ever deffated me. 
TMT: How long have you been in the 
U.S.? What are your plarK? 

D: I have Ined here for the past four 
yeapiL Dwint dMt tine 1 have he«i 

happy to say win be te fun swmg very 

soon. 

TMT: What operations have you planned? 
D: Spreading my cult from coast to coast. 
TMT: You sound like a prophet for some 
exotic rsHsion rattier than ... 



NO RED TAPE 



D: Not necessarily. It did in my case but 
diat was centuries ago. Today 1 can offer 



In the neM thM* ! floqltay dWefc 
MT: Would it be possible to locato you 

again at this address? 

D: No, 1 am quite inaccessible. Besides, 
being a permanent resident affords me a 
great deal of privacy. No one can reach 
me unless I permit it. 

Now I must end our interview, my 
• friend. I still have things to attend to this 
evening. 

MT: But I have so much more to ask you. 
One more question, please? I thought the 
vampire's strength lay in the fact that no 



offer the benefits that I ciol 
eternal life!" 



I can not enter a home unless I have been 
invited first. After that I come and go as I 
please. 

TMT: CorKerning your "diet," Count, 
have you ever consklered a Wood bank? 
D: That would not be very nitritious. I 
must be aweaqr aowoes anfiMhiad 
alhre you understand. 

BLOOD ON THE ROCKS 

TMT: Fresh Wood has kept you alWe for 
600 years? 

D: Not only blood, hot oanaiif. einding 



D: Rather than what! What other 
institution could possibly offer the 
benefits that I do! Guaranteed eternal 
life! 
TMT: 



D: Don't be i 
MT: But you sound like some Idnd of 

macabre life insurarKe salesman! 
D: In a manner of speaking I am. But 
don't argue with me, it is so unpleasant. 
Can you not imagine-etemal Ufe! 



you the same b 
Ihe red tape. 

MT: Are you trying to sell me a Wll of 
goods? 

D: If I decided that you were to join my 
organization, I would make you an offer 
you could not refuse. Bul, let ine remind 
you, I promised you tJiat you have 
nothing to fear from me. Forgive me if 
ny endiusiasni aianned you. 
MT: Of course. But tall me. Judging Unm 
your plans to spread your cult, you-must 
need considerable financial tMCking. Do 
you have such means at your disposal? 
D; Tlijt and much more. A man who has 
lived centuries and had my advantages has 
had die tine to anass a fbctone you 
eonli net teii l» liMi^ LM aw fay 
modMty aside to aanra yoe I an 
fabulously rich. 

MT: Eariier you said that you found your 
puWic image unflattering. Is this due hi 
part to Bram Stoker's novel? 
D: Stoker's novd! The veiy kiea of 
caBing that sewage a novel! A scissors and 
paste job from old diaries and newspaper 
clippings does not a novel make. Besides 
he misrepresented the tacts on too many 
occasions to enumerate. Believe, me that 
book has been a hard thing to live with. 
MTt Have you seen any of the motion 



out in the open like this? 
D: Oh that word -vampire. T 
In this- permissive society, anythiivg 
Besides I doubt if many of your readers 
will take your article seriously. 
MT: Have you considered writing your 
memoirs? 

D: You said just one more question. Very 
well, if < decKU to mite an 
iMMMIIy ni liNd i etIUlMir. ir 
1 ttse yov artide m be m toudi v widi 
yon. 

Goodniiht. 

The room was gradually enveloped in a 
swirling fog and he disappeared from 
sight. 1 left unharmed, but I doubt if I 
will ever be the same again. J have the 



EDITOR'S NOTE: This conchides 
Roger Singleton's faiterview. There was to 
be more bot this is all he completed 
before he suffered a nervous breakdown. 
He is now confined in the violent ward of 
a private ntental hospital, where it is 
beUevcd he has little chance of recovery. 

, he has devdopad a stnnr 




nodded. He WAS an intelligent being, and 
he would sure let them know it! At last 
Dr. Cornelius agreed with his wife, and 
promised her that nothing would happen 
to tbe human who his wife was now 
(HlUng "Brighteyes." 

TTiey went to their superior, the 
1 Or. Zain*. Zaius, who 
/ nw ttie sUtue of 
th* Ape God that wm asaa throughout 
this stnofe world, wm tbt taadar of all 
the Apes. An ■w-tiupWi ApHiVMi the 
responribOtty of guadtaf aadmlt aaoets 
and shaping the affairs erf his frtow Apes. 

Zaius, for some reason, reacted 
strongly to the fact that an intelUgent 
human had been discovered by his 
scientists. Immediately threatening Zira 
and Cornelius with charges of 
insubordination and heresy if they did 
not comply with his wishes, he ordered a 
frontal lobotomy performed on Taylor. 
This operation would leave him a 



ffan in his opinkMH and the otdan went 

out . . . DESTROY ms BOND!!! 

For Taylor, alone with the baMtiftal 
but primitive Nova, the situatioa was a 
nightmare. He knew what was happening, 
for Zira, still not fully sure that Taylor 
understood anything she told him, had 
developed the habit of talking to him 
ttmogh the bars of his cage for an hour 
«Mfe OTMlni. She told him everything of 
iaiiul mmt, and the man ha heard the 
Hm IM K. 1% to WW, Zha Mri 



mniiiqitoi. Titpt w<bMM h m nfn to fflif It- 

kMilt at LndoB, te was afrin auRMnidad 

with nets and rifles. Pawing hands pidced 
away at him, and hoisted him in the air 
over a stone bridge. He screamed. He 
screamed words at them, and they heard 
and stared openmouthed at him ... A 
HUMAN SPOKE! It had screamed "GET 
YOUR FILTHY PAWS OFF ME!!" 

He awoke back ui his cell, feeling more 
secure, now that he could speak and 
make himself understood as an tatelligent 
being. Dr. Zaius himself came to his cell 
to take a look at Taylor. And. to his 
surprise, Taylor found himself being 



ODOR IN THE COURT 

The aged Orangutan puffed on a dgar 
and spoke to the bound human. He 
explained about the orderly society he 
had built up for his people during his 
ruling years, and managed to keep in 
running order until a speaking human 
turned up to ruin it all. The Apes had 
their own problems, with Chimps fighting 
for equaUty and Gorillas acting as Secret 




were respected scientists. Zahis coMHkl\ 
just order Taylor killed or operated «|n% 
80 there would have to be a trial. A tilll 
to determine whether Taylor was a 
blasphemous thing ... a mutant that 
violated the Apes' religion, which stated 
that all intelligent creatures were created 
in the Ape-God's image. If found guilty 
Taylor would be destroyed like some mad 
dog. If innocent, Tajior surmised, Zaiiit 
would figure out aonaa wqr of fc"***"*^ 
him out of tha pkton, aagrwqr. SKM 
way Taylor wa«ld km. Ha woaU stU 




It's Ow fint 



determined to find tfaem. Befme te 
leaves, he takes Zin in his anns and Umm 
her goodbye. Taylor had (mw ttuou^ Uk 
entire adventure bettefinf that Zka tmA 

seen him all a 
being. Now, t 
"My God, you're ugly!" 
laugh he's had on this : 
And, though he does not know it . 
last laugh, too. For he will shortly team 
something inciedittle. 

As Taylor and Nova ride slowly down 
the beach, he wonders why Zaius had 
advised him not to search for his fellow 
humans. 

AN UNPLEASANT SURPRISE 
d Zin 

Mend Taylor i 
disappeared tnm vinr, Zata* tmmi to 
them and bnilted • IM bmlh mt 

s..rtly said ... "H« vol not Ute -wliit te 

finds!" 

rhey Taylor saw it. The ruins 
or . . . something. Spires protruding from 
a diff-side near the sea. Spires oo a bead 
of taniahed oopper. As ann witti a toBdi 



Now H* * Taytar who'* «M «M HMter fcy <*• tal as *• ( 



The trial was a mockery of dignity and 
justice. Taylor was kept bound and, most 
of the time . . . gagged. Unable to say 
anythinc in his own defense, constantly 
assaulted by Apes Irying to prove him 
dangerous, unintelligent or unholy, the 
ft^Tmr* was r ^ li^fif! ^ t» tbt Ml 



them . . . hordes of Gorilla-poUce with 
guns. And, as they became visible around 
a bend, they saw that Dr. Zaius was with 
them, too. So Taylor was that important 
to him ! 

They had only one chance. If they 



to tlMir irarid with iMnr llw MBiioa 
of the Apes had been formed to convince 
Apes that huntans were biferior, to 
forever guard against the danger of the 
humans once again taking control of the 
ageaof 



Hw trial ended hi ttm only way 
poaible, with Taylor emerging as a 
dangerous blaipbemy to be destroyed 
after a few days. It was do shock for 




Now Of. Zaiut find* hiimaH at a loa for words 
M Taylor damamb-and gata- 

Ihe PLANET OF THE APES. 

Taylor, but quite a jolt for Cornelius and 
Zira. Now the escape FiAD to be quickly 
planned, or It would be too late. 

As Cornelius asked the Gorilla guard 
for a match, the unsuspecting black-clad 
Ape momentarily backed against Taylor's 
cage. Taylor's steely arms caught the 
guard as Cornelius got the keys and 
opened Taylor's cage. Nova, who was 
only too happy to escape from the place 
and follow Taylor, went excitedly along. 
Zira was outside with a wagon, and 
their nephew kept lookout on the hails. 

Taylor hid with Nova in the back of 
the covered wagon, and the party started 
driving down the coastline, keeping pace 
with the long, curving beach. They all 
koaw Hat it was oaiy a mattar Ot time 
baSon Talnir aaent poUoa wooid be 
dorfng in oo tlMni. Tliey Beaded 
somewhere safie to Idde aBd,ifd ia come d , 
defend themadm. Pmr Zin and 
Cornelius there was no turning 
back . . . they were outlaws now, and 
would be killed if caught. 

Suddenly Cornelius remembered the 
old caves, and the excavations that had 
I bsf Zaiak Tbe 



Umr. and it was te a deflRMible podtioa. 
They sped toward the cave, accessible 
only from a narrow road by the sea. 

Hien came the hoofbeats, muffled by _ 
the aaad. Tben were a lot of 



through single-file, and could be picked 
off as they came. Cornelius, the 
Chimpanzee scientist, and George Taylor, 
astronaut from Earth, took their places in 
the rocks. They had an unexpected and 
pleasant surprise as Dr. Zaius led the way 
through the rocks. Taylor leaped and 
pointed his rifle at the Onngutan. Unable 
to fight hwr aiMa ofidaap. Zaiui cafcniy 



no wish to die. KM iMi «f MiH 

(be w>s conMrnrn'Mmmmm' 

his fellow Apee)fiart ' 

bargain with. 

A strange change came over Dr. Zaius, 
as he sat tied against a huge rock. He 
looked at Ttykx and, for the first time, 
they tdk ~ - _ - 

Taylor'a 



rough wv. Thii liwlK ltfil^ 
aride kUad, and wlr 



Tqrlor apMd to tet Ztkm f». 
wih—iii, if he woidd pHt flonpMe 
pardoos to Zira and Oomrifaia. DMpite 
everything, Zaius actually LIKED Tkylor, 
and respected what the two scientists did 
for him, Zaius agreed to his conditions. 

The time for leaving has come, and 
Taylor says goodbye to his Ape friends. 
He is convinced that, somewhere on this 
planet, are people ... not primithres, but 



Statue of Liberty! 

Earth! "Oh, my God." Taylor 
screamed . . . "They did it . . . went and 
killed everything ... EVERYTHING!" 
The wars, the greed . . . and now this. 

Taylor <yied into the sand. He cried 
for his fHends, for his people, tat his 



EDITOR'S NOTE: Be sure to tune in 
next iaaoe for further adventures on THE 
PLANET OP THE AKS, wUh ipaeW 



and all the pertinent facts Aout die 

intricate production of this 
earth-trembling flick, .^nd remember: 
when you're finished witii your copy of 
Tirr, pais it along to a friend at the aoo. 
Ate Apaam arty fanMn, hM. 



the time had come for the truth to be 
known. Something in his old eyes 
convinced Taylor the Doctor wasn't 
bluffing. So Zaius was untied. He led 
Taylor. Cornelius and Zira up the 
scaffolding and into the ancient caves. 

Tordies were lit and placed on the 
waHa, and the dim Ight fton the outride 
It tte nat of ttie dicfc. I^p diamber. 
There was day on the walls, and the 
excavation had exposed the contours of 
what had once been ... a room. This had 
once been a house. Not a cave dwelling, 
but A HOUSE fused into solid rock and 
buried under centuries of .sediment. They 
were standing in the living room. The 
vague outlines of tables and chairs were 
agdwt Qie waUa, and some scattered 
piecM of ftmiifiire could still be seen. 
And down hi the middle of the room, on 
the floor, was a doU . . . a HUMAN doU 



upside down. Restored by Zahis and his 

team of archeologists, the doll proved 
that, at one time, HUMANS had been the 
masters. HUMANS spoke and built the 
houses and kept the apes in cages. Once 
HUMANS had ruled the planet of tin 
Apea! 

OLD APE 
LEARNS NEW TRICKS 
Zaius explained it all to Taylor. How it 





POUL 
fiNDERSONs 

CHAOS 



Chaos, or the formless, hideous 
darkness of most ancient tradition is 
where people would place demons and 
such. These creatures of darkness — 
witches, warlocks, werewolves and many 
other strange beings-make up the cast of 
characters of one of the most enjoyable 
pieces of fantasy/scienoe-fiction in years. 

OPERATION CHAOS by Poul 
Anderson deals with^^tfme frightening, 
fascinating, and disturbingly realistic 
individuals. The book itMlf it most 
delightful for anyone interestad in 
reading an umiHMilv wnO 
supernatural made nafeani. 

The plot rew)lves about Steve 
Matuchek. a handsome (most of the 
time), average guy living in a worki 
similar to but not axactty like our Earth. 
Hw iltioiy tNii 11 Ml «n it a 
prpiHiB^liQn tbepa aw bifinite 
iNin^liaf .fl^-iMiyi!i|8K 

Till' 'aKa'Uktt imlMtiat: ttka a 

diwiigant paili. thirt a diffirant tiniMfia is 
formed as a result of this diffaianca. 

To enjoy this book, however, you can 
easily survive by thinking of IMatuchek't 
worM as an Earth similar to curt but with 
one difference. In StiM^S Eardi* 
(or goetics as it is detoibad hm) bwama 
Mentified at a sdanoe. Unlik» our Eartli, 
this strange univerMf* roagfe JlKl 



aladrical anginaaring,< to appliad and 
uiad fay evirybody In Ihti ouHuVk. A» a 
retiMt NMliidiak's woHd ii fa# diMMwMt 
ftain. otffK Many of ttta tfiwp wa dp here 
vrittl natural iGianfia >an dana than by 
ffl«flie; For axampla thay use 
inasi^fKwanKl broomt instead of cars, 
orylMI bam itwtead of T.V. sets and St. 
iltfiS?^fil«litetaad of light bulbs. This is a 
faacintting world, described very 
antartaiiiingiy by Andanont It is vary 



intriguing wQrld.tNnilar.anoiighiooursio 
involca oomitKMi iniagas^ yet different 
enough to maita liuiie liommon images 



Honravar,' the dflvar gimmick of a world 
run by magic is far from ail Anderson 
offan us in OPERATION CHAOS. This 
tto^ is also an . action padced series of 
adventures with many exciting, 
tansion'filled plot twists. 



Steve Matuchek 's special talent in his 
unusual world is that he is a werewolf. 
Thanks to the development of magic, he 
can change skins at will by using a special 
lamp developed by the Polaroid Corp. of 
« that universe rather than having to wait 
^ for the full moon. This ability makes him 
a fierce foe, and teamed with his wife, the 
witch Virginia Graylock, they become a 
formidable force indeed. 

Their enemy is Satan. In this universe 
Heaven and Hell are real places where the 
inhabitants can communicate with and 
even come to earth directly. These two 
places are different 'dimensions' of 
Matuchek's universe, and by overcoming 
energy requirements through the use of 
magical devices one can travel between 
these places. Satan is indirectly trying to 
take over Earth and he foresees that Steve 
and his wife will give him many problems. 

The first thing the wolf and his mate 
do is to destroy an "Afreet" or evil genie, 
who in this world is a real being with 
immense power. They literally bottle the 
bad guy up, save the U.S. from an Arab 
invasion and thus hamper the Dark 
Prince's plans. In another adventure a fire 
demon or Salamander is set loose on 
Earth to further Satan's designs. This 
flaming firebrand is stamped out by the 
unique duo, which also uses the help of a 
cat, Svartalf, who is possessed of some 
unusual powers. In other adventures the 
lycanthrope and his sorceress sweetheart 
deal with incubi. succubi, elementals, 
demons of many descriptions, strange 
people including Adolf Hitler (or a 
reasonable facsimile thereof) and a trip 
hell itself. 

This novel was created from a series of 
short stories written separately by Poul 
Anderson which appeared from time 
time in THE MAGAZINE OF FANTASY 
AND SCIENCE FICTION in the 1950's 
and '60's. It is proof of the author' 
genius that he was able to string these 
tales together so smoothly. You can't tell 
that this saga is composed of separate 
pieces unless you have read one of the 
stories before or pulled the old reviewer's 
trick and looked at the flip side of the 
title page. Anderson has truly welded 
individual stories of a series into a great 
unified work of science-fantasy. I used 
these terms here rather than the usual 
"fantasy" or "science-fiction" because 
this novel is an expertly done blend of 
both types of fiction. The novel is fantasy 
because it involves magic whichmany 
people do not conskler a rtatural science 
or in any way related to science. Fantasy 
is usually defined as fiction which does 
not depend upon cause and effect 
relationships, or science in creating the 
worlds of these books. Science-Fiction on \ 
the other hand depends most strongly on 
scienoe as it is sometimes defined as an 
extrapolation of the science of today to 
the world of the future. 

Anderson has joined the two by 
creating a world that depends on magic, 
uses it routinely, yet this magic is a 
sdanoe which is based on predictable 
cause and effect relationships. 
OPERATION CHAOS bridges the gap 
fantasy and science-fiction by 
us how magic might really be a 
natural science not now recognized in our 
worM aiKl how such a development might 
affect a world like ours. The ability to 
give the reader a great adventure story, 
while showing us how two supposedly 
separate types of fiction can be combined 
HDOst enjoyably, truly demonstrates the 
vast talent of Poul Anderson, author of a 
marvetous book, OPERATION CHAOS. 
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THE MONSTER TIMES FAN FAIR is another reader service of MT. 
Care to buy, sell or trade movie stills, old comics or tapes of pid 
radio programs? Or maybe buy or advertise a fan-produced 
magazine? An ad costs only 10 cents per word (minimum, 25 words). 

Make all checks and money orders payable to THE MONSTER 
TIMES, and mail your clearly printed or typewritten ad on the 
coupon below, to: THE MONSTER TII\AES, Box 595. Old Chelsea 
Station, New York, N.Y. 10011. We reserve the right to refuse ads 
which would not be deemed appropriate to our puMication. 



WANTED: Any infornmion on places 
where I can buy artvMrk by Jones. Frazetta, 



Comicolagy No. 6, top quality fanzine with 
offset art by Wrightton, Jones, Kaluta. 
FaptuMl^oti l lpnl.efc. HaUblitit^ ete^, Jjupt 26 



Pmk. Maryland 20742. 



WANTED FOR THE SHELVES OF 
THE MONSTER TIMES 
MUSEUM . . . IMT wll |My $12. for a 
copy of rSEOUCnON OF THE 
INNOCENT** by Fiedaric Warlham, 
M.D. (we despentrfy naad K 



Karloff, Lugosi, Chaney, Lorre, Gushing, 
Lee. etc. Over 5.000 stills for sale. S.A.E. 
for list. Robert Scherl; P.O. Box 2712; 
Wilcox Station; Hollywood. California. 
90028. Also buy and trade. 



VINCENT PRICE: A new book containing 
dozens of beautifully reproduced 
photographs of Vincent Price. $SjOO 
Movie-House Publications, Box 199. MNand 
(Uleta branch), Florida 33164. 

PULPS WANTED! MARVEL TALES, May, 
1940; STRANGE TALES. March, 1932; 
STRANGE STORIES. June, 1940. Oouglai 
MenvUtak 823 N. McCaddan PI.. Lot 



SENSATIONAL OFFER! Real prehistoric 
teeth — Use for making monster masks and 
your own set of vampire teeth. 20 for 
$1.00. Kimball - 871 Mariowe, Oriando, 
FL 32809. 



EC PAPERBACKS FOR SALE; 1. TALES 
OF THE INCREDIBLE-lncludes work by 
Wood, Williamson, and ttie classic 
Judgement Day. Out of Print for 6 
vears-$2.50. 2. TALES FROM THE 
CRYPT-Movie adaptation novel by Jack 
Oleck.-$1.00 Mint copies stocked tr 
depth; price includes postage. Emanue 
Maris 316 W. 88th St. NYC 10024 



Radio Collacton: Interested 



FOR SALE OR TRADE: Press books. 
Posters. B/W or color stills from "Jason", 
"First Men In Moon" etc. Send stamped. 



COMIC STRIP POSTCARDSI Nowypu can^ 
send Flash Gordon, Krazy Kat, Uttle Name:, 
Felix. Prince Valiant, and Popeye to yam?. 
friends acrois the univeraa. AvailaUa in a set, 
of 15 full color cards (nine diffmnt canb 
ptus dx duplhMas) for t2M. Sand • eih- 



Rated 'X' - YELLOW SALOON, the 
fanzine that darat io be differant. 
SufaMxiplioni 6/$1i)0. fUdiard Small, 117 
S. Maiidtan St. No. 3. TalMtaMa. Fla. 
32301. 



PHOTON is tha filmzine that fens find 
fabulous I Oavotad to tha serious study of 
the fantasy film, each issue contains an 
8x10 glossy still. All offset. One dollar to 
Mark Frank. 801 Avenue "C", Brooklyn, 
N.Y. 11218 



L'INCROYABLE CINEMA, Britain's finest 
fantasy film magazine is now available to 
American Subscribers at $.80 per copy, and 
$2.50 for three issues. Order now from 
Steve and Erwin Vartliab. 1517 Banner 
Street. Phiiadriphiai, Pa. 19148. 

Comic bOOlCi^ ffMUffM^ stfllif poMtvtt 
Big-Littl# booki» dMlw^ coHw!ton« flfid tfw 
Monster Timaa foNcI Ewery "8EC0NQ 
SUNDAYI" at the Siatiar4lilton. 33rd St. A 
7th Ave. N.Y.& 10 AM. to 4 PJM. 
Admission $1jOO 



TRADERS, Om. MT. 1318-A NonnM# 
Avenue. Richtnond, Virginia 23227. &rthi. 



GRAPHIC STORY WORLD-Ther« has 
never been a COMICS magazine like 
GRAPHIC STORY WORLD. Comic books, 
underground comix, newspaper strips, ani- 
mated films, books, ifuemati(2nal comics. 



America-we cover the ENTIRE world of 
the graphic story, from yesterday's Golden 
Age to tomorrow's. Edited and published fay 
Richard Kyle, GRAPHIC STORY WORLD 
features news, articles, reviews, and pro- 
fessional art you will never s 
else-the largest-selling regularly f 
comics magazine, for professionals and fans 
alike. Big 8%" x 11" format. 32 full V^n., ' 
bi-monthly. Subscriptions: 6 issues for 
$3J00. SAMPLE INTRODUCTORY ISSUE: 
50^. GRAPHIC STORY WORLD, P.a Box 
16168, Long Beach, Califotnia 90808. 



SCIENCE FICTION ART. Any scene from 
any movie done in detailed oils on 24** k 



r completion. Can alio i 



Enclosed is $_ 
NAME 



_ for my_ 



word (mlnimuin 25) classified ad. 

_ ADDRESS 

_STATE ZIP 




Th« Monster Times 




QORGO, that King-sized dinosaur 
from Great Britain way. tells it like 
it really is-and he's more fun than 
0 barrel of skinheads. You'll see 
him in action, tearing up whole 
cities and making himself so 
unpop'jiar in London town that Big 
Ben won't even give him the time 
of day. You'll also hear the big 
guy's candid views on Godzilla. 
Kong, and others currently making 
the monster scene in our big feature 
article for next ish. 

Did you know fftere was a film 
that MI8S sftof at the same time as 
KING KONG, using the same sets, 
cast, crew and the same fantastic 
Max Steiner music? Well, there was, 
and in the next issue you'll hear all 
about this forgotten 
masterpieco~THE MOST 
DANGEROUS GAME by 
name- from monster maven Steva 
Vertlieb. PLUS never-before-seen 
illos by that fabulous eerie artist, 
Mike Kaluta, 

You read about PLANET OF 
THE APES in this number, friends, 
but ne^t tinw TMT will take you 
behind the scenes to tell you about 
the fun they had making the flick. 
Who played jokes on who (or what) 
and why, along with rare, 
unpublished fotos of all the wild 
antics that virent on BEHIND THE 
PLANET OF THE APES. 

AND . . . Part the Second of 
Hemisphere's BLOOD flixl A whole 
slew of ripe, bloody fotos of the 
most frightening blood'n'gore films 
ever made. 

All this and our own brand of 
topnotch, high quality class, too, in 
the next isst/e of The 
tThnMi Dig it! 



IT'S ENOUGH TO MAKE A GROWN APE CRY . . . 

Do you go ape trying to find the latatt iuuat of The Monster Times at your 
friendly neighborhood navntand? Mutt you trudge off into the trackless 
wilderness, facing hostile terrain and hordes of native jungle dwellers, only to 
find . . . no issues? Wall, then, it's time you put your foot down I And your 
name, too . . . right on the conveniently located coupon underneath these 
life-saving words. Sign up for a subscription to The Monster Times, and get your 
red hot issues mailed right to your doorstsp. No hunting needed! Each and every 
Issue, brand new, personally sent from us to you in soft, strong envelope! And 
please ... if you see this Kong-sized fellow around trying to find us, tell HIM to 
fill out a coupon, too. He'll roar with delight. 

With every sub of a year or more, the subscriber gets a free 25-word classified ad. to 
be nin on our Fan-Fair page. You can advertise comics or stills or pulps, etc. or for 
anything else, provided it's in good tastel . 



I think THE MONSTER TIMES 
U jutt (What I've been looking fori 
EncloMd is $ 

Maka check or money ordw payable l 

THE MONSTER TIMES, 

P.O. Box 696. Old Chaitaa Station, 

New Yorit City, N.Y. 10011 



% Subacription rataa: 
t 6.00 for 13 iwas (6 months) 
tiaOO for 26 iMtai (1 yaar) 
$1S.00for82MMiai|2vaan) 
$12.00 for 26 iMuaa CANADA 
tia.00 for 26 taMM FOREIGN 



If or mora), hara b my 26-word ad, 
appear FREE of charge In Fan-Fair 



Stats. 



-Zip- 



PS: I pitdgf by thi light ol the next full moon to 
bother my tocel newsdeeler until he (a) shihes in 
his boots It the tight ol me. and (b) regularly and 
prominently dlipliyi THE MONSTER TIMES. 



Haaia aNmr a fgiM imria for your iubaartptian to be pi 



